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Rorar HiIGHNESS 
THE 


Princeſs of WALES. 


May it pleaſe Nur Royal HioHNEss, 


HE IR Greatneſs of 
Sentiment, Delicacy of 
Thought, and Purity of 


| Language, have always rendered 
theſe 


©, . D 
YL * 
1 2 * Px 


LW REA * 


DEDICATTON. 
theſe Ep iſtles acceptable to the 
moſt 5 Readers, and to the 
nobleſt and moſt generous Minds: 
| Theſe illuſtrious Exgliſb Lovers, 
| therefore, beg leave to be intro- * 
| duced into Your Royal Preſence. q 
| The Beauties and Excellencies of 
| the Author are, what I hope will 
f 


in ſome Meaſure plead my Excuſe 
nn preſuming to approach Your | 
| Royal. Highneſs with ſo ſmall a 
Trifle; a Trifle that can in 
]jñuſtice pretend to no more than 
bare Amuſement; or, at moſt, to 


bring Your Royal Higneſs ac- | 
IAH Tx fvanted 
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Author's Preface. 


BEING theſe By oifles are 
A now: to the World made pub- 
lol, it is imagined that I 

on bt to be accountable of my 
private Meaning, chiefly for my own 
Diſcharge, left being miſtaken, J fall in 
hazard of a juſt and univerſal Repre- 
__ Nr. | 
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vs 
"= 
7 8 
2 
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P REFA * E. 


W 8 ER > ©. Mb 
* TT | 
In wala deriſum ſemel exceptumgz ſiniſtre. 


: Tu wo Points are, ei ally, therefore 4 
be explained : F rt, Why J entitle this 
England's Heroical Epiſtles ; ; Secondly, LS | 
Wi by 1 have annexed Notes to every E 5 
fele.” For the Fi . The Title (I hope) 
carrieth Reaſon is itſelf; for That the - 
moſt and greateft Perſons herein, "were | : 
Engliſh ; or elſe, that their Loves were 
obtained in England. And tho. (Heroi- 
cal); he-properly underſtood of Demi gods, 
as of Hercules and Eneas, whoſe Parents 
were ſaid to be, the one Cœleſtial, the 
other Mortal; yet is it alſo transferred © 
to them, who, for their Greatneſs of Mind, 
comentar to Gods: For to be born of a 
Celftial Incubus, is nothing elſe, but to 
r babe 


# 


PAR EFA C Eq 


Y have a great and mighty Spirit, far 
above the Earthly Weakneſs of Men; in 


1 7 which $ enſe Ovid (whoſe Imitator I partly 
7 profe ofeſs to be) doth alſo uſe Heraical... 


For. the Second, becauſe the Work mige 
in truth be judged Brainiſh, if nothing. . 


¶ but amoreus Humour were handled therein, 


T have . interwoven Matters Hiftors call... 
which). une lained, .might . 4 efraud. the. bw 
Mind of much Content: As for Examples... 
in Queen Margarite's Weiden " Willig 7 
De-La-Pool, _ . . WS ade 


My Dazy" rote e ee the Air.. 


3 CI TAY 4 — 
W "Ys » > 4 HN a7 


Margarite, in F reach, fignifies a Day * 
which, for the Alluſſon to her Name, this 
Veen gave for ber Device: And this, 
with”: ſome. others, have ſeemed to me nat 
unworthy the enplai ning. 
dv Now, 
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Now, 2355 „ m0 2 T had need io 
excuſe other Things beſide,” yet theſe” mot, 
eſpecially; the reſt I over-paſs, to eſeber 
tedious Recital. "If they be as harmeleffy” 
taten, ar I mean them; I ſhall not be | 
afraid to Lata and acknowledge thee # | 


- 
* 
* . * F # 
* * [4 . 
* ! 
2 ad * — 
1 * * > * # \ 4 
* 4 * . c 4 ” * & _ * . 
= Y 17 1 
# f 4 * $2 15 x. 
: 1 
** 12 2 
a 4 4 t. +3 A 
* A 1 1 
* +4 — 


„ 
9 
- 
TE 
101 29 1 
» LSE + 4. 
af 
18 . 
* 5 39 1 
— 12 
— 19 k * 
— — 07 eee 


1 


| 4 $8589 xx EM TIS 


 £ 
7 . 


„ 1 


* 
a N 
* 
. ny 


TO Mr. M1 cyaer DRAY TOY. 


OW can he Write that broken hath his Pen, 
4 Hath rent his Paper, ge by Ink away, 
Deteſts the World, and Compan Men, 
Y Becauſe they grow more ET Day by Day? 
et with theſe Oe Relicks, mated Mind, 
And what a juſtly grieved Thought can ay n 
I give the World to know, I ne'er could find, 
A Work more like to live a longer Day. 
Go Verſe, an Object for the proudeſt Eye; 
Diſdain thoſe which diſdain to read thee over, 
Tell them they know not how they ſhould deſery, 
The ſecret Paſſions of a witty Lover: 
For od are ſuch, as none but thoſe ſhall know, 
Whom Beauty Schools to hol 


Once 1 had DF; . 3 can 5 Von bn Keep ? 
Henceforth to ſmother m unlucky Muſe; 
Yet for thy Sake ſhe ſtarted out of beep, 
Yet now ſhe dies: Then do as Kinsfolks uſe; 
Cloſe up the Eyes of my now dying Stile, 
As T have ' opaned thy "reed Babes ere-while. 


E. St. Gent. 


Dyris decus omen. 


To 


<. 


To Mr. Micnu4rt DrayTon. 
ON & have I wiſh'd, and hope my weaker Muſe, 
In nothing ſtrong but my unhappy Love, * 
Would give me leave my Fortune to approvee 

nd view the World, as famed Poets ih; . 
But ſtill her fruitleſs Boſom doth refuſe, 
To. bleſs me with Indifference of Praiſe, 


et daring, like ta many, to abuſe / (Y 9 
ee , , N 


Thus Banker-eut, and deſpairing of mine own, 
I fet my Wiſh, and Hope, kind Friend, on thee, 
W hoſe Fruit _— and Vetter Fortune known, 
Tells me thy Muſe, my Love's ſole Heir muſt be, 
So barren Wombs embrace their Neighbotuꝶ Als. 
80 dumb Men ſpeak by them that have a Tongue. 
5 omas Haſſel, Gent. 
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o Mr. MionAEL Daav,roN 1 
LA III 


OW I perceive Patbagora: divine, 
When he that mocked Maxim did maintain, 

hat Spirits once ſpoil'd, reveſted were again 3 

Tho' chang'd in Shape, remaining one in Mind ; 

Theſe Love-fick Princes paſſionate Eſtates, ( 4 

Who. feeling Reads, he cannot but.allaw, ).. 

That Ovid's Soul revives in Drayton now; 

Still learned in Love; ftill rich in rare Conceits : 

This pregnant Spirit affecting further skill, 

Oſt alteting Form, from vulgar Wits retired, » 

In divers Ideoms mightily admired, 

Did proſecute that — Study ſtill: 

While to a full Perfection now attained, 

He fings ſo ſweetly, that himſelf is ſtained. 


William Alexander, Scotus. 
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England's Heroical Epiſtles, 


T0 


EXCELLENT LAPDT, 


= F< A 


Counteſs of BEDFORD. 


MADAM, 


FTER all the admired Wits of this 
excellent Age, -which have laboured in the 
fad Complaints of fair and unfortunate Roſa- 
mond, and by the Excellency of Invention, have 
ſounded the Depth of her ſundry Paſſions, I 


Preſent to your  Ladyſvip ibis Epiſtle of =" 


3 


England*s Heroical Epiſtles. 


King Henry, whom I may rather call ber Lover | 

_ - than Beloved. Here muſt your Ladyſbip bebold 
: Variableneſs in Reſolutions; Woes conſtantly | 
grounded; Laments abrupily broken off ; much | 
Confidence, no Certainty ; Words begetting Tears, 
Tears confounding Matter; large Complaints in 
little Papers, and many deformed Cares, in one 
uniformed Epiſtle. I ſtrive not io affect Singu- 
larity, yet would fain fly Imitation, and proſtrate 
mine own Wants to other Men's Perfeftions. | 
Tour judicial Eye muſt model forth what my | 
Pen hath laid together ; much would ſhe ſay to 4 | 
King, much would I ſay to a Counteſs, but that | 
the Method of my Epiſile muſt conclude the | 
Modeſty of her's, which I wiſh may recommeud | 
my ever-urwed Service to your Honour. 
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King HE NRJ II. 


— — 5 12 


The ARGUMENT. 


IHsxvRXY II. of that Name, King of England} the Son of 
x, 0 Seoffr 174 Earl 5 Anjou, and Maud the 
Ferre, bad, by long Suit and Princely Gifts, uon, to 


2 


bis unlawful Defire, fair Roſamond, the Daughter of 

the Lord Walter Clifford, and to avoid the Danger of 

Eleanor 51, ſealons Queen, cauſed a Labyrinth” to be 

made within bis Palace at Woodſtock, in the Center 
B - whereof 


2 - England's'Heroial Epiſiles. 


whereof be lodged bis beautecout Paramour. Whilf the 
King is abſent in bis Wars in Normandy, this poor 
diſtreſſed Lady, incloſed in this ſolitary Place, touch'd 
with Remarks Conſcince, writes to the King of ber 
re and miſerable State, urging bin with all 
Means and Perſuafions to clear bimſelf of this Infamy, 


and ber of the Grief of Mind, by taking away ber 


wretched Life. 

F yet thine Eyes, great Henry, may 
e endure ©, 
r 8 Theſe tainted Lines, drawn with a 

. Hand impure, | 
Which fain would bluſh, : but Fear 
LESSON. keeps Bluſhes back, | 

NY IN And therefore ſuted in deſpairing 

PDE CDRS Black : 


This, in Love's Name, O that theſe Lips might crave 5 
But that ſweet Name vile I prophaned have: 

Punifh my Fault, or pity mine Eſtate, | 

ead it 2 Love; if not for Love, for Hate; 

f with my Shame thine Eyes thou fain wouldſt feed, 
Here let them ſurfeit, on my Shame to read; 10 
This ſcribled Paper, which Lend to thee, 

If noted rightly, doth reſemble me; 
As this pure Ground, whereon theſe Letters ſtand, 
So pure was I, e're ſtained by thy Hand; 


E're I was blotted with this foul Offence, 2.58 


So clear and ſpotleſs was mine Innocence. | 
Now like theſe Marks which taint this hateful Scroul, 
Such the black Sins which ſpot my leprous - Soul. 


O>H > Peorn tw] I OE EI 


"— 7 
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England's Heroical Epiſtles, 2 


O Henry, why by Loſs thus ſhouldſt thou win? 
To get by Conqueſt ? To enrich with Sin? 20 
Why on my Name this Slander doſt thou bring, 
To make my Fault renowned by a King? | 
Fame never ſtoops to Things but mean and poor, 
The more our Greatneſs, makes our Fault the more : 
Lights on the Ground, themſelves do leſſen far, 23 
But in the Air, each ſmall Spark ſeems a Star. 
Why on a Woman's Frailty ſhouldſt theu lay - 
I © This ſubtile Plot, mine Honour to betray? _ 
Or thy unlawful Pleaſure ſhouldſt thou buy, 
5 With vile Expence of Kingly Majeſty? 30 
Twas not my Mind conſented to this Il, LM 
ar Then had 1 hone tranſported by my Will; x; 
For what my Body was enforc'd to do, | <6 
Heaven knows my Soul did not conſent unto; 
For thro' mine Eyes had ſhe her liking ſeen, ' 38 
Such as my Love, fuch had my Lover been. = 
True Love is ſimple, like his Mother Truth, 
Kindly Affection, Youth to love with Youth ; 
No ſharper Corfive co our blooming Years, - | 
Then the cold Badge of Winter-blaſted Hairs. 40 
Thy Kingly Power makes to withſtand thy Foes, 
But canſt not keep back Age, with Time it grows: 
Though Honour our ambitious Sex doth pleaſe, 
Yet in that Honour, Age a foul Diſeaſe ; | 
Nature hath a free Courſe in all, and then, x 
15 Age is alike in Kings, and other Men; 
W hich all the World will to my Shame impute, 
, That I myſelf did baſely proſtitute ; 
And ſay, that Gold was Fuel to the Fire, 
0 Grey ks in Youth not kindling green Deſire. 56 
Wh B 2 O no, 


s ·ô Cn ks 


4 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


O no, that wicked Woman wrought by thee, 
My Tempter was to that forbidden Tree, 
That ſubtile Serpent, that ſeducing Devil, 
Which bad me taſt, the Fruit of Good and Evil! 
That Circe, by whoſe Magick I was charm'd, 55 
And to this monſtrous Shape am thus transform'd; : | 
That viperous Hag, the Foe to her own Kind; | 
That wicked Spirit to the weaker Mind; 
Our Frailties Plague, our Natures only Curſe, 
Hell's deep'ſt Damnation, the worſt Evils worſe. 60 
But Henry, how canſt thou affect me thus, | 
To whom thy Mem'ry now 1s odious? 
My hapleſs Name, with Henry's Name I found, 
Cut in the Glaſs with Henry's Diamond; {672 
That Glaſs from thence fain would I take away; 65 
But then I fear the Air would me betray ; ILY 
Then do J ſtrive to waſh it out with Tears, 
But then the fame more evident appears. 
Then do I cover it with my guilty Hand. 
Which that Name's Witneſs doth againſt me ſtand; 70 
Once did I fin, which Memory doth cheriſh, 
Once I offended, but I ever periſh. 
What Grief can be, but Time doth make it leſs? 
But Infamy Time never can ſuppreſs. 
Sometimes to paſs the tedious irkſome Hours, 75 
climb the Top of Moodſtock's mounting Towers, 
Where in a Turret ſecretly Ilie, 1 
To view from far ſuch as do travel byj ; 
Whither, methinks, all caſt their Eyes at me, | 
As through the Stones my Shame did make them ſee : £0 
And with ſuch Hate the harmleſs Walls do view, 
As unto Death their Eyes would me purſue. 


7 he 


England's Heroical Epiſtles. 5 
The married Women curſe my hateful Life. 
Wrong a fair Queen, and a moſt virtuous Wile: tag) 
The Maidens wiſh I buried quick may die, 85 
And from each Place near my Abode do fly, - 
Well knewſt thou what a. Monſter I would be, 
When thou didſt build this Labyrinth for me 


" Whoſe 


* 


Ver-. {Well-knewſs thou-what-a Monſter I would Be, 
PIR. ben thou didſt Build this Labyrinth for me 3] 


In the Cretan Labyrinth a Monſter was incloſed, 
called a Mi notaur, the Hiſtory whereof is well known; 
but the Labyrinth was framed by Dædalus, with ſo many 
intricate Ways, that being entered, one could either 
hardly or never return, being in the manner of a Maze, 
fave that it was larger,. the Ways being wall'd in on 
every Side, out of the which Theſeus by Ariadne;'s 
Help, lending him a Clue of Thread, eſcaped, ' Some 
report that it wasa Houſe, having one Half beneath. 
the Ground, another above, the Chamber Doors ſo de- 
ceitfully enwrapped, and made to open ſo many Ways, 
that it was held a Matter almoſt impoſſible to return. 
Some have held it to have been an Allegory of Man's 
Life; true it is, that the Compariſon will hold, for 
what liker to a Labyrinth than the Maze of Life? But 
it is affirmed by Antiquity, that there was indeed ſuch a 
Building, though Dædalus being a Name applied to 
the Workman's Excellency, wr bh it ſulpected For 
Didalus is nothing elfe 12 Ingenious, or Artificial. 
Hereupon it is uſed among the ancient Poets, for any 
thing cunouſly wrought.  Roſamond's 


6 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 
Whoſe ſtrange Meanders turning every Way, 


Only a Clue to guide me out and in, 

But yet ſtill walk IT circular in Sin, 
As in the Terras here this other Day, 

My Maid and I did paſs the Time away : * 


Are like the Courſe wherein my Youth did ſtray; 90 9 


— 


The fi 57 4 
9 x Chaſte | 


ily Gul at length hapt to eſpy 


» — 


Well paved with ſquare Stones in the Bottom, and 
alſo her Tower from which the Labyrinth did run, are 
et remaining. It was altogether under Ground, bein 
aults arch'd and wall'd with Brick and Stone, almo 
inextricably wound one within another, by which, if at 
any time her Lodging was laid about by the Queen, 
ſhe might eaſily ayoid Peril imminent, and if need were, 
by ſecret Iſſues take the Air abroad, many, Furlongs 
round about Woodſtock in Oxford/tire, wherein it was 

ſituated. Thus much for Roſamond's Labyrinth. 


Ver. 89. [Whoſe firange Meander's turned every way] 


Meander is a River in Lycia, a Province of Natolia, 
or Alia Miner, famous for the Situoſity and often turn- 
ing thereof, riſing from certain Hills in Meonea ; here- 
upon are intricate Turnings by a tranſumtive and metoni- 
mical kind of Speech, called Meanders, for this River 


did ſo ſtrangely path itſelf, that the Foot ſeemed to 


toueh the Head. 


9 
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Reoſamond's Labyrinth, whoſe Ruins, together with her | 
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= Chaſte Lacrece's Picture, and deſir'd to know, 


What ſhe ſhould be that murder'd herſelf fo? 

Why, Girl, quoth IJ, this is that Roman Dame — 
Not able then to tell the reſt for ſhame, 100 
My Tongue doth mine own Guiltineſs betray, 

With that I ſend the pratling Girl away, 

Left when my liſping, guilty Tongue ſhould halt, 

My Looks ſnould be the Index to my Fault. 

As that Life Blood which from the Heart is ſent, 105 
In Beauties Field pitching his erimſon Tent; | 
In lovely fanguine ſuits the Lilly Cheek, 

Whilſt it but for a reſting Place doth ſeek ; 

And changing oftentimes with ſweet Delight, 

Converts the white to red, the red to white. 110 
The lovely Bluſh the Paleneſs doth diſtain, 

The Paleneſs makes the Bluſh more fair again; 

Thus in my Breaſt a thouſand Thoughts I carry, 
Which in my Paſſion diverſly do vary. | 

When as the Sun hales cowards the Weſtern Slade, 115 
And the Trees Shadows three Times greater made; 
Forth go I to a little Current near, 

Which like a wanton Trail creeps hear and there ; 
Where with mine Angle caſting in my Bait, 

The little Fiſhes, dreading the Deceit, 120 
With fearful nibbling fly th* inticing Gin, 

By Nature taught what Danger lies therein. 

Things reaſonleſs thus warn d by Nature be, 

Yet I devour'd the Bait was laid for me; 

Thinking thereon, and breaking into Groans, 125 
The bubling Spring which trips upon the Stones, 
Chides me away, leſt fitting but too nigh, 

I ſhould polute its native Purity. | 


B 4 Roſe 
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Roſe of the World, fo doth import my Name, 


Shame of the World, my Life hath made the fame. 130 


To the Unchaſte the Name fhall given be 4 
Of Roſamond, deriv'd ſrom Sin and me. fy 
The 8 take from me that Name of theirs, 
Famous for Virtue many hundred Years. 


They blot my Birth with hateful Baſtardly, 135 


That I ſprang not from their Nobility ; 

'They my Alliance utterly refuſe, 

Nor will a Strumpet ſhall their Name abuſe. 

Here in the Garden wrought by curious Hands, 

Naked Diana in the Fountain ſtands, "=" 140 

With all her Nymphs got round about to hide her, 

As when Aeon had by chance eſpy'd her; 

This facred Image I no ſooner view'd, 

But as that metamorphos'd Man purſu'd | 

By his own Hounds ; ſo by my Thoughts am I, 145 
hich chaſe me ſtill, which Way ſo ere I fly. 

Touching the Grafs, the Honey dropping Dew, 

W hich falls in Tears before my limber Shoe, 


Upon 


— 


— —_ 


Ver. 129. [Roſe of the World, ſo doth import my Nawe, 
| Shame of theW, orld,myLife bath made the ſame.}] 


It might be reported, how. at Geno, where this 
Roſe of the World was ſumptuouſly interred, a certain 


Biſhop in the Viſitation of his Dioceſs, cauſed the 
Monument which had been erected to her Honour, 


utterly to be demoliſhed ; but be that ſevere Chaſtiſement 
of Roſamond, then dead, at this Time allo over-paſſed, 


leſt He ſhould ſeem to be the Shame f the World, 
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Anione was wrought, a harmleſs Maid. 
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| Upon my Foot conſumes in weeping ſtill. 
As it would ſay, why went'ſt thou unto Il? 15 
zo Thus co no Place in afety can Igo 
But ever 1 does give me Cauſe of Woe. 


In that fair Casket of ſuch wond'rous Coſt, 
Thou ſent'ſt the Night before mine Honour loſt; 


Ry Neptune that adult'rous God betrayd; 
She proſtrate at his Feet begging with Prayers, 
Wringing her Hands, her | 

This was not the intrapping Bait of Men, 


But by thy Virtue gentle warning then ; . 160 


To ſhew to me for what Intent it came, 
Leſt I therein ſhould ever keep my Shame; 
And in this Casket, ill 1 fee it now, 
Was Fove's Love Id, turn'd into a Cow. 
Yet was ſhe kept with Argus's hundred Eyes, 165 
o wakeful ſtill be Fund's Jealouſies $f 
By this I well might have forewarned been, 
have clear'd myſelf to thy ſuſpecting Queen, 
ho with more hundted. Eyes attendeth me, 
han had poor Argus 
n this thou rightly N eue, 
Into a Beaſt thou haſt transform'd- thy Love. 
ay, worſer far, degenerate from kind, 
\ Monſter, both in Body and in Mind. 
he waxen Taper which I burn by Night, 175 
ith his dull vap'ry Dimneſs mocks my Sight, 
\s though the Damp which hinders his clear Flame, 
ame from my Breath, in that Night of my Shame, 
hen it did £2 as Darkneſs ugly Eye, 
ken ſhot the Star of my Virginity ; 180 
B 5 And 


S 


— 


— 


Sn 


* 


yes {woln up with Tears, 1 


ngle Eyes to ſee. | 170 
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And if a Star, but by the Glaſs appear, 

I ſtreight intreat it not to leok in here; 

I am already hateful to the Light, 

It is enough, betray me not to Night. ho 
Then fince my Shame ſo much belongs to thee, 185 
Rid me of that by only murdering me; 

And let it jay to my Charge be laid, 

Thy royal Perſon I would have betray'd ; | 
Thou ſhalt not need by Circumſtance t'accuſe me, 

If 1 deny it, let the Heavens refuſe me. 1 
Ny Life's a Blemiſh which doth cloud thy Name, 
Take it away, and clear ſhall ſhine thy Fame. 

Yield to my Suit, 1f ever Pity moy'd thee, 

In this ſhew Mercy, as I ever lov'd thee. 194 


os om 23 
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| ROSAMOND. 


HEN firſt the Poſt arrived at my Tent, 
| And brought the Letters Roſamond had ſeat ; 
Think from his Lips but what ſweet Comfort came, 


When in mine Ear he ſoftly breath'd thy Name; 


Streight I enjoin him of thy Health to tell, 857 
Longing to hear my Roſamond did well; i 

With new Enquiries then I cut him ſhort, 

When of the ſame he gladly would report, 

That with the earneſt Haſte'my Tongue oft Trips, 


{ Catching the Words, half ſpoke, out of his Lips: 10 


This told, yet more I urge him to reveal, 

To loſe no Time whilſt I unrip'd the Seal. 

The more 1 read, ſtil} do I err the more, 

As though miſtaking ſomewhat ſaid before. 

Miſling the Point, the doubtful Senſe is broken, 15 
Speaking again, what I before had ſpoken ; 

Still in a Sound, my Heart re vives and faints, | 
'Twixt Hope, Diſpair, *twixt Smiles and deep Complaints, 
As theſe ſad Accents ſort in my Defres 
Smooth Calms,rough Storms, ſharp Froſts, and raging Fires, 


Put 
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Put on with Boldneſs, and put back with Fears, 21 


My Tongue with Curſes, when mine Eyes with Tears; ; 


O, how my Heart at that black Line did tremble ! 
'That blotted Paper ſhould thy ſelf reſemble ; 


O were there Papers but near half fo white 25 b | 


The Gods thereon their ſacred Laws would write 
With Pens of Angels Wings, and for their Ink, 
That heavenly Nectar, their immortal Drink. 
Majeſtick Courage ſtrives to have ſuppreſs'd, | 
This fearful Paſſion ftir'd up in my Breaſt, ' 30 
But ſtill in vain the ſame I go * I 
My Heart muſt break within, or Woe breaks out: 
Am I at Home purſu'd with private Hate, 
And War comes raging to my Palace Gate ? ; 
Is meager Envy ſtabbing at my Throne, 35 
Treaſon attending when I walk alone? | 
And am I branded with the Curſe of Rome, 
And ſtand condemn'd by dreadful Counſels doom? 
1 | And 


pe EEE 


Ver. 33: An J at Home purſu'd with private Hate 
And, War comes raging to my Palace Gate ? 


Robert Earl of Leiceſter, who took Part with young 
King Henry, entered into Ezg/and with an Army of 
3000 Flemngs, and ſpoiled the Counties of Norfolk 
and Suffolk, Yeing ſuccour'd by many of the King's 
private Enemtes.. 122 * way 


Ver. 37. [And am I branded e Curſe of Rome ?] 


King Henry IId, the firſt PJantagenet, accuſed for the 
Death of Thomas a Becker, Archbiſhop of Came" 
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= And by the Pride of my rebellious Son, 2 

= Rich Normandy with Armies over-run?? 40 

Fatal my Birth, unfortunate my Life. 

= Unkind my Children, moſt unkind my Wife. ah £ 
2 7 datt er r ret. 


" 0 
= F 8 ds 
0 19 i? 4 n $ : 12411 


—_ 
_ * 1 2 
2 


ſain in the Cathedral Church, was accuſed by Pope 
Alexander, although he urged ſufficient Proof of his 
Innocency in the ſame, and offered to take upon him 
any Penance, ſo he might eſcape the Curſe and Inter- 
diction of the Raabs. 


Ver. 39. er; by the Pride of my reboIlioes Son, «21 
ich Normandy with Armies over-run 2] 


20 


Henry the young King, whom King Henry had cauſed 

to be crowned in his Life, as he hoped, - both for his 

nd own Good, and the Good of his Subjects, which indeed 
— turned to his own Sorrow, and the Trouble of the 
* Realm; for he rebelled againſt him, and raifing a Power, 
Fl by the means of Lewis King of France, and Willam' 
King of Scotland, who took Part with him, invaded 

Ng Normandy. | (YER. dB ya WONT 


Ver. 42. [Unkind my Children, moft unkind my Wife ]_ 


«#4 ww ws - wo wa tae. : 


Never King more unfortunate. than King Henry, in 


4 71 the Diſobence of his Children; firſt Henry, then Geory, 
EA then Richard, then Foby, all at one Time or other, firſt - 
the Wor laſt, unnaturally rebelled againſt him; then the 
1025 jealouſy of Eleanor his Queen, who ſuſpected his Love to 
in 5 


Roſamond, 


14 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


Grief, Cares, old Age, ſuſpition to torment me, 
Nothing on Earth to quiet or content me; 


So many Woes, ſo many Plagues to find, + | 4s 


Sickneſs of Body, Diſcontent of Mind 5 


Hopes left, Hopes reft, Life wrong'd, Joy interdicted, 


Baniſh'd, diſtreſs'd, forſaken and afflicted; 

Of all Relief hath Fortune quite bereft me, 

Only my Loye unto my Comfort left me; 80 
And is one Beauty Thought ſo 2 Thing, 

Jo mittigate the Sorrows of a Kings? | 
Bar'd of that Choice the vulgar often prove, 


Have we, than they leſs privilege in Love? 
Is it a King the woful Widow hears ? 898 


Is it a King dries up the Orphans Tears? 

Is it a King regards the Cliants Cry? 

Gives Life to him by Law condemn'd to die? 

It is his Care the Common-Wealch that keeps, 

As doth the Nurſe her Baby whilſt it ſlee ps ? 60 
And that poor King, of all thoſe Hopes prevented, 

Unheard, unhelp'd, unpityed, unlam enten; 
Vet let me be with Poverty oppreſs d, 

Of earthly Bleſſings rob d, and diſpoſſeſsd; 


Let me be ſcorn'd, rejected, and revil'd, | 65 
Let 


From Kingdom, Country, and Court exil'd ; 


N ina, b 0 8 g * 
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Roſaniond, which grievous Troubles the devout of thoſe 
Times attributed to happen to him juſtly, for refuſing 
to take on him the Government of Feriſalem, offered to 
him by the Patriarch there; which Country was mightily 
afflicted by the Sotdane © h | 


r d ð . ee A N 


England's Heroical Epiſliu. 15 


Let the World's Curſe upon me ftill remain, 
And let the laſt bring on the firſt again : 
All Miſeries that wretched' Man may wound, a 
Leave for my Comfort, only Roſamond; J0 

| For thee ſwift Time her ſpeedy Courſe doth ſtay, 
At thy Command the Deſtinies obey ; | 

Pity is dead that comes not from thine Eyes, 

And at thy Feet, even Mercy proſtrate lies : | 
If I were feeble, rheumatick, or cold, | 75 
Theſe were true Signs that I were waxed old; 0 
But I can march all Day in maſſy Steel, 
Nor yet my Arms unweldy Weight do feel ; 1 
Nor wak'd by Night with Bruiſe, or bloody Wound, 
The Tent my Bed, no Pillow but the Grounds 80 
For very Age had I lain bed- rid long, - 
One Smile of thine again could make me young; 
Were there in Art a Power fo divine, 

As is in that ſweet Angel-tongue of thine ;- 7 
T hat great Enchantreſs, which once took ſuch Pains 85 
To force young Blood in Æſen's wither'd Veins; i 
And from Groves, Mountains, and the Mooriſb Fen, 
Ugd all the Herbs ordain d to Uſe of Men; 

And in the powerful Potion that ſhe makes, * + 
Puts Blood of Men, of Birds, of Beaſts, of Snakes; go 
Never had needed to have gone ſo far, | 
To ſeek the Soils. where all thoſe Simples ate; 

One Accent from thy ** the Blood more warms, 
Then all her Philtets, Exorciſms, and Charms. | 
Thy Preſence hath repaited in one Day, 95 
What many Vears and Sorrows did detay; | 
And made freſh Beauty's faireſt Branches ſpring, 

From wrinkled Fyrrows of Times ruining. 
Even 
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Even as the hungry Winter ſtatved Earth 
S When ſhe by Nature labours t'wards her Birth 100 


till as the Day upon the dark World ereepßs. 


One Bloſſom forth after another peeps, 


Till the ſmall Flower, whoſe Root is now unbound, : :- 


Gets from the froſty Priſon of the Ground, 


Spreading her Leaves unto the powerful Noon, ng 5 


Deck'd in freſh Colours, ſmi les upon the Sun. 
Never unquiet Care lodg'd in that Breaſt, 


Where but one Thought of Roſamond did reſt; EN 


Nor Thirſt, nor Travel, which on War attend, 


E*re brought the long Day to defired End; 110 


Nor yet did pale Fear, or lean Famine live, 

Where Hope of thee did any Comfort give; 

Ah! what Injuſtice then is this of thee, 

That thus the Guiltleſs Joſt condemn for me? 

When only ſhe, by means of my Offence, - 175 
Redeems thy Pureneſs, and thy Innocence; | 
When to our Wills perforce * 

That's juſt in them, whate'er's in us unjuſt; 

Of what we do, not them account we make, 
The Fault craves Pardon for the Offender's Sake ; 1 20 
And what to work a Prince's Will may merit, N 
Hath deep'ſt Impreſſion in the gentleſt Spirit; 

If't be my Name that doth thee fo offend, _ | 
No more myſelf ſhall be mine own Name's Friend; 


1 


y they muſt; 1% C1 


If it be that which thou doſt only hate, _ 126 


That Name, in my Name, laſtly hath his Date. 

Sap, tis accurſt, and fatal, and diſpraiſe it, 

If written, blot it, if engraven, raze it. 

Say that of all Names 'tis a Name of Woe, 

Once a King's Name, but now it is not ſo. 30 
1 And 
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And when all this is done, I know t'will grieve thee, 
And therefote, Sweet, why ſhould J now believe thee ? 
Nor ſhouldiſt thou think thoſe Eyes with Envy lower, 
Which paſſing by thee, gaze up to thy Tower; |. // 
But rather praiſe thine own. which be ſo clear, 135 
They from the Turret like two Stars appear. f 
Above the Sun doth ſhine, beneath thine Eye, 
Mocking the Heaven to make another A r 
The little Stream which by thy Tower doth glide, 
Where of't thou ſpend'ſt the weary Evening Lide, 140 
To view'thee well his Courſe would gladly ſtay, 
As. loath from thee to part fo ſoon away; ” 
And with Salutes thyſelf would rug et, 
And offer up thoſe: ſmall Drops at thy Feet; 
But finding that the envious Banks reſtrain it, 45 
T*excuſe itſelf, doth in this ſort complain it; | 
And therefore this ſad bubling Murmur keeps, 

And in this ſort within the Channel weeps. 

And as thou doſt into the Water look, X 

The Fiſh which ſee thy Shadow in the Brook, 150 
Forget to feed, and all amazed lie, | 5 T 
So daunted with the Luſtre of thine Eye. et} 
And that ſweet Name which thou ſo much doſt wrong, 
In Time ſhall be ſome famous Poet's Song ; 

And with the very Sweetneſs of chat Name, 1255 
Lions and Tygers Men ſhall learn to tame. - . e 
The careful Mother from her penſive Breaſt, 
With.Ro/amend ſhall bring her Babe to reſt; 
The little Birds by Mens continual Sound. 
Shall learn to ſpeak, and prattle Ræſamond. 160. 
And when in April they begin to ſing, :' .. 
With Roſamond ſhall welcome in the £2 5 


7 * - 
% # * 


I. 
. 


18 England”s Heroical Epiſtles. 


And-fhe- in whom all Rarities are found, 1 
Shall from henceforth be call d a Roſamond. | v 
The little Flowers which dropping — 4 Dew, 165 5 
Which, as thdu wrirſt,, do weep vpon thy Shoe, F 
Not for chy Fault, ſweet Roſamond. do moan, A 
But weep r Grief that thou ſo ſooꝶ art gone 5 V 
For if thy Foot touch Hemloek as it goes, U 
That Hemlock's made far ſweeter than the Roſe; 170 MA 
Of Fove ot Neptune how they did betray, u 
Nor ſpeak of 0, or Amrone; to v1 WR 
When'ſhe for whom Fove: once became a Bull FM 
Compar'd with thee, had been a tauny Tull; Ye 
He a white Bull, and ſhe a whiter CO w., 175 AC 
Yet he nor ſhe, ne'er half ſo white as thou. Tl 
Long ſince, thou know'ſt, my Care provided for Ac 
To lodge thee ſafe from jealous Eltanor ; | Shi 
The Labyrinth's Conveyance guide thee fo, | For 
Which only Vaughan, thou and Ido know, 180 (Co 


If ſhe do guard thee with a hundred Eyes, 
F have an hundred ſubtile Mercuries, 
To watch that Argus which my Love doth keep, 


Until Eye, after * fall all to ſleep. | 
Thoſe 


K ak. * 


Ver. 180. Lie only 2 thou and I ds bnow.] 
'This Vaug ban was a Knight whom the Kin he 
ceedingl — who kept 2 Palace at Woodftock, 
much of the King's Jewels and Treaſure, to whom — 
King committed many of his Seerets, and in whom he 


repoſed ſuch Truſt, that he durſt commit bis Love 
unto his Charge. 


4 
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Thoſe Stars: look in by Night, look in to ſee, 185 
Wondering what Star here on the Earth ſhould be. 
As oft the 3 amidſt the ſilent Night, 

Hath come to joy us with her friendly Light, 

And by the Curtain help'd mine Eye to ſee, 

What envious Night and Darkneſs hid from me; 190 
When I have wiſh'd that ſhe might ever ſtay, 

And other Worlds might ſtill enjoy the Day : 

What ſhould I fay? Words, Tears, and Sighs are ſpent, 
And want of Time doth further n prevent: 

My Camp refounds with fearful Shocks of War, 195 
Yet in my Breaſt the worſer Conſſicts are; 

Yet is my Signal to the Battles ſound, 

The bleſſed ſame of beauteous Roſamond. 

Accurſed be- that Heart, that Tongue, that Breath, 
Should think, ſhould ſpeak, or whiſper of thy Death. 200 
For in one Smile of Love from thy ſweet Eye, | 
Conſiſts my Lite, my Hope, my Victory. 
Sweet Woodftock, where my Roſamond doth reſt, 
Bleſſed in her, in whom thy King is bleſs'd; 
For though in France a while my Body be, | 
y Heart remains, ſweet Paradiſe, in thee. 206 


25 
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Tube ARGUMENT. 

Aſter 73 ohn bad aſſayed, by all means paſſi ble, is 
win the: fair and chaſte Matilda, to ? unc baſte and 
unlawful Bed, and by unjuſt Courſes," and falſe Ac: 
cuſations; bad baniſhed the. Lord Robert Fitzwalter her 
noble Fat ber, and many other of bis Allies, ' who 
juſtly —_—_— the Bete of - this wanton King, 

5 ſeeking the Diſbonour of bis fair and virtuous Daughter ; 
this chaſte Lady, ſtill ſolicited by this Iacivious King, 
flies unto Dunmow ein Eſſex, where in a Nannery te 
becomes a Nun, where the King (ſtill perſiſting in 
bis Suit.) ſolicites her by Epiſtle ; ber Reply confirms ber 
vowed and invincible Chaſtity, making known to the 


King ber pure unſpotted Thoughts. 


| ® This Epiſtle of King Fob» to Matilda, is much 
more Poetical than Hiſtorical, making no Mention at al! 
of the Occurrents of the Time, or State, touching * 
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HEN theſe my Letters come unto thy View, 
Think them not forc'd, or fain'd, or ſtrange, 
or nem; 7 „ 
Thou know'ſt no Way, no Means, no Courſe exempted, 
Left now unſought, unprov?d, or unattempted; 
All Rules, Regards, all ſecret Helps of Art, 5 

What Knowlege, Wit, Experience can impart; 

And in the old World's Ceremonies doted, | 
Good Days for Love, Times, Hours, and Minutes noted ; 
And where Art left, Love teacheth more to find, 
By Signs in Preſence to ,expreſs the Mind. 10 
Oft hath mine Eye told thine Eye, Beauty griev'd it, 
And beg'd for but one Look to have reliev'd it;, 
And ſtill with thine Eye's Motion, mine Eye moy'd, - 
Labouring for Mercy, telling how it lov'dd; __ 
If bluſh'd, I bluſh'd, thy Cheek pale, pale was mine, 13 
My red, thy red, my whiteneſs anſwered thine; _ | 

e ier 2 


* o S *® © i , . z * , * 
5 I __ F We A 1 E 1 „ *. A ,] 
* —— - "% ” 


* 20s 5 & *5% 


1 he | 


Aj 


his Love to her, and the Extremity of his Paſſions 
forced by his Deſires, rightly: faſhioning the Humour 
of this King, as hath. been truly noted by the moſt 

authentical Writers, whoſe Nature and Diſpoſition is 
truelieſt diſcerned in the Courſe of his Love; . firſt, 
jeſting at the Ceremonies of the Services of thoſe Times, 


then going about by all. ſtrong and probable' Arguments, 
to reduce her to Pleaſures and Delights ; next -with 
Promiſes of Honour, which he thinketh to be the laſt 
and preateſt Means, and to have greateſt Power in her 
Sex, with promiſe of calling home her Friends, which 


he thought might be a great Inducement to his Deſires. 
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If figh'd, I figh'd, alike both Paſſion prove; 
But thy Sigh is for Grief, my Sigh for Love: 
If a Word paſs'd, that inſufficient were, 
To help that Word, my Eye let forth a Tear. 
And if that Tear did dull or ſenſeleſs prove, 

My Heart would fetch a Sigh to make it move. 
Oft in thy Face, one Favour from the reſt 

I ſingle forth, that likes my Fancy beſt ; 

This likes me moſt, another likes me more, 
A third exceeding both thoſe 11k'd before ; 
Then one that doth derive all Wonder thence, 


Then one whoſe Rareneſs paſſeth Excellence. * 


Whilſt I behold thy Globe-like rolling Eye, 


Thy lovely Cheek, methinks, ſtands ſmiling by, 


And tells me, thoſe hut ſhadows and ſuppoſes, 
And bids me thither come and gather Roſes; | 
Looking on that, thy Brow doth call to me 
To come to it, if Wonders I will ſee. 


Again doth tell me, newly I begin; 

And bids me yet to look upon t y — 
Leſt wond' ring leaſt, the greateſt I o'erſlip ; 
My gazing Eye on this, and this doth ſeize, 
Which ſurfeits, yet cannot Deſire appeaſe. 
Then like I brown (O lovely brown thy Hair) 
Only in Brownneſs Beauty dwelleth there. 
Then love I black, thine Eye-ball black as Jet, 
Then clear, that Ball in ker rhe being ſet, 


Now have I done, and now thy dimpled Chia 


20 


25 


30 


40 


Then white, but Snow, nor Swan, nor Ivery pleaſe, 45 


Then are thy Teeth more white than are all theſe : 


In brown, in black, in Pureneſs, and in white, 


All Love, all Sweets, all Rareneſs, all Delight; Ty 
| us, 
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Thus, thou vile Thief, thy ſtoll'n Heart hence doſt carry, 

And now thou flyeſt into a Sanctuary; 50 
* Fye peeviſh Girl, ingrateful unto Nature, 

Did ſhe to this End frame thee ſuch a Creature, 

That thou her Glory ſhauldſt increaſe thereby, 

And thou alone doſt ſcorn Society? | TOE 

Why, Heav'n made Beauty like herſelf to view, 535 

Not to be lock'd up in a ſmoaky Mew, 

A roſy tainted Feature is Heaven's Gold, 

Which all Men joy to touch, all to behold. 

It was enacted when the World begun. 

That fo rare Beauty ſhould not live a Nun; 60 

But if this Vow thou needs wilt undertake, , ak 

O were mine Arms a Cloiſter for thy Sake; 

Still may his Pains for ever be augmented, 

This idle Superſtition that invented ; | 

Ill might he thrive that brought this Cuſtom hither, 65 

That holy People might not live together. 5 

A happy Time, a good World was it then, 

When holy Women liv'd with holy Men ; | 

But Kings in this yet privileg'd may be, | | 

ll be a Monk, fo I may live with thee, 70 

Who would not riſe to ring the Morning's Knell, 

When thy ſweet Lips mig t be the ſacring Bell? 

Or what is he not willingly would faſt, | 

That on thoſe Lips might feaſt his Lips at laſt ? 

Who unto Mattins early would not rite, . 

That might read by the Light of thy fair Eyes? 

On worldly Pleaſures who would ever look, 

That had thy Curles his Beads, thy Brows his Book ? 

Wert thou the Croſs, to thee who would not creep? 

And wiſh the Croſs ſtill in his Arms to keep. 80 


Sweet 


24 England*s Heroical Epiſtles. 


Sweet Girl, III take this holy Habit on me, 

Of mere Devotion that is come upon me ; 

Holy Matilda, thou dear Saint of mine, 

I'll be thy Servant, and my Bed thy Shrine. 

When I do offer, be thy Breaſt the Altar © 85 
And when I pray, thy Mouth ſhall be my Pſalter. 
The Beads that we will bid, ſhall be ſweet Kiſſes, 
Which we will number, if one Pleaſure miſſes; 

And when an Auie comes to fay Amen, 3? 
We will begin, and tell them o'er again. 90 
Now all good Fortune give me happy Thrift, 

As I ſhould joy t abſolve thee after Shrift. 


But ſee how much I do myſelf beguile, 
And do miſtake thy Meaning all this while ; 
Thou took'ſt this Vow to equal my Deſire, F708 
Becauſe thou wouldſt have me to be a Frier 
And that we two ſhould comfort one another, 
A holy Siſter, and a holy Brother; 
Thou as a Votreſs unto me alone, © 
She is moſt chaſte that's but enjoy'd of one: 100 
Yea, now thy true Devotion do I fing. 
And ure in this 1 much commend thy Mind; 

Elſe here thou doſt but ill Example give, 

And in a Nun'ry thus thou ſhouldſt not live. 

Is't poſſible the Houſe that thou art in 105 
Should not be touch'd, tho? with a venial Sin; f 
When ſuch a She- Prieſt comes her Maſs to ſay, 

Twenty to one they all forget to pray? 

Well may we wiſh they wou'd their Hearts amend, 
When we be Witneſs that their Eyes offend ; 110 
All Creatures have Deſires, or elſe ſome lie, 
Let them think ſo that will, ſo will not J. 
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Doſt thoy not think our Anceſtors were wile, - 

That theſe religious Cells did firſt deviſe? 

As Hoſpitals were for the Sore and Sick, 11% 
Theſe tor the Crooked, Halt, and Flegmatick ; 
Leſt that their Seed, mark d with Deformity, 

Should be a Blemiſh to Poſterity ... 

Would Heav'n her Beauty ſhould be hid from Sight, 
Ne'er would ſhe thus herſelf adorn with Light, 120 
Nor would ſhe paint with ſpark*ling Lamps her Throne, 
But ſhe delighteth to be gaz'd upon : 


And when the golden, glorious Sun goes down, 


She puteth on her Star-beſtudded Crown; 
And in her Masking ſuit the ſpangled Sky, 125 
Comes forth to Bride it in her Revelry ; | 
And gives this Giſt to all Things in Creation, 
That they in this ſhould imitate her Faſhion, 
All Things that fair, or glorious have been, 
Offer themſelves on purpoſe to be feen. 130 
In Sinks and Vaults, the ugly Toads do dwell, 
And Devils, fince molt ugly, live in Hell: 
Our Mother Earth, ne'er glorious in her Fruit, 
Till by the Sun clad in her Tinſel Suit. 
Nor doth ſhe ever ſmile him in the Face, 135 
Till in his glorious Arms he her embrace; 
W hich proves ſhe hath a Soul, Senſe, and-Delight 
Of Generations feeling Appetite. 
Well Hypocrite, in Faith, would'lt thou conſeſs, 
What e'er thy Tongue ſays, thy Heart faith no leſs. 140 
Note but this one Thing, if nought elle perſuade, 
Nature hath all Things Viale and Female made; 
Shewing herſelf in our Proportion plain, 
For never made ſhe any thing in vain; 

For 
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For as thou art, ſhould any have been thus, 145 
She would have left Example unto us. 

The Turtle that's fo true and chaſte in Love, 

Shews by her Mate ſomething the Spirit doth move; 
Th' Arabian Bird that never is but one, 

Is only chaſte, becauſe ſhe is alone: 10 
But had our Mother Nature made them two, 

They would have done as Doves and Sparrows do; 
But therefore made a Martyr in Deſire, . 
And doth her Penance laſtly in the Fire; 

So may they all be roaſted quick that be 155 
Apoſtates unto Nature, as is ſhe. SEE 

Find me but one ſo young, ſo fair, fo free, 

Woed, ſued, and fought, by him that now ſeeks thee ; 
But of thy Mind, and here I undertake, 

There ſhall be built a Nunnery for her ſake ; 160 
O hadſt thou taſted of theſe rare Delights, 

Ordained each where to pleaſe great Princes Sights, 

To have their Beauty and their Wits admir'd, 

Which is by Nature of your Sex deſir'd, 


Attended by our Trains, our Pamp, our Port, 165 


Like Gods ador'd Abroad, kneel'd to in Court; 
To be faluted with the chearful Cry, 
Of Highneſs, Grace, and ſovereign Majeſty ; 
But vnto them that know not Pleaſure's Price, 
All's one, a Priſon, and a Paradiſe. . 170 
If in a Dungeon, clos'd up from the Light, 
There is no Difference *twixt the Day and Night, 
W hoſe Palate never taſted dainty Cates, | 
'Thinks homely Diſhes prince] 5 
Alas! poor Girl, I pity thine Eſtate, 175 
That now thus long haſt liv'd diſconſolate ; 
Why 


4 
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Why, now at length let yet thy Heart relent, 
And call thy Father back from Baniſhment ; | 


27 


And with thoſe princely Honours here inveſt him, 
That aukward Love, not Hate, hath di ſpoſſeſs'd him, 180 


Call from Exile, thy dear Allies and Friends, 
To whom the Fury of my Grief extends; 
And if thou take my Counſel in this Caſe, 


I make no Doubt thou ſhalt have better Grace, 


And leave the Dunmow, that accurſed Cell, 
There let black Night and melancholly dwell ; 


185 


Come to the Court, where all Joys ſhall receive thee, 
And *tall that Hour, yet with my Grief I leave thee, 138 


- 
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O ſooner receiv'd thy Letters "wy 
Before I knew from 8 or whence they were, 
But ſudden Fear my bloodleſs Veins doth fill, 

As tho' 3 of ſome future Ml 


And 
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* This Epiſtle containerh. no particular Points of 
Hiſtory more than the Generality of the Argument 
layeth open; for, after the Baniſhment of the Lord Robert 
Fitzwalter, and that Matilda was become a Recluſe at 
Denmow, from whence this Reply is imagined to be 
written, the King earneſtly perſiſting in his Suit, 
Matilda, with this chaſte and conſtant Denial, hopes 

yet, at len h, to find ſome comfortable Remedy, and 
a rid herſelf of Doubts, by taking upon her this mo- 
naſtick Habit; arid; to ſhew that ſhe ſtill beareth in 
Mind his former Cruelty, bred by the Impatience 3 
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And, in a ſhivering Extaſy I ſtood, 5 
> A chilly Coldneſs ran thro' all my Blood; 
Opening thy Letters, I ſhut up my Reſt, 
And let ſtrange Cares into my quiet Breaſt ; 
As tho? thy hard, unpitying Hand had ſent me, 
| Some new deviſed Torture to torment me z 10 
3 Well 


1 N . 


—— 
— 
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his Luſt, ſhe remembreth him of her Father's Baniſh- 
ment, and lawleſs Exile of her Allies and Friends. 
Doſt thou of Fat ber and of Friends deprive me ? 
Then complaining of her Diſtreſs, that flying thi- 
ther, thinking there to find Relief, ſhe ſees herfelf 
moſt affailed, where ſhe hoped to have found moſt 


5 Safety. 
| Alas, fled J bither from my Foe, 
4 That, &c. AE | 
id ' After again, ſtanding upon the preciſe Points of Con- 
1 ſeience, not to caſt off this Habit ſhe had taken, 
My Vow is taken, I a Nun profeſs. 
of And, at laſt, laying open more particularly the Miſe- 


nt ries ſuſtained by her Father in England, the burning 
rt of his Caſtles and Houſes, which ſhe proveth to be ſor 


at her fake-: As reſpeQting only her Honour, more than 
be his native Country and his own Fortunes. | 

it, And to withſtand a Tyrant's leud Defre, 

es Bebeld his Towers and Caſtles ſet on Fire. 

nd Kniting up her Epiſtle with a great and conſtant 
0- Reſolution, ö 
in Tho' Dunmow give no Refuge here at all, 

of Dunmow can give my Body burial. © 
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Well did I hope, I had been now forgot, 

Caſt out with thoſe Things thou remembereſt not; 

And that proud Beauty which enforc'd me hither, 

Had with my Name now periſhed together : 

But O, I fee, our hoped Good deceives us, 15 
And what we would forego, but ſeldom leaves us? 
Thy blameful Lines. beſpotted fo with Sin, 

Mine Eyes would cleanſe, e'er they to read begin ; 

But I to waſh an Indias go about, | ; 

For Ill ſo hard ſet on, is hard got out. ; 20 

{ once determin'd ſtill to have been mute, 

Only by Silence to repel thy Suit ; 

But this again did alter mine Intent, 

For fome will fay, that Silence doth conſent : 

Defire, with ſmall encouraging grows bold, 25 

And Hope, of every little Thing takes hold. 

I ſet me down at arge to write my Mind, 

But now, nor Pen, nor Paper can I find; 

For Dread and Paſſion are ſo powerful o'er me, 

That I diſcern not Things that ſtand before me: 30 

Finding the Pen, the Paper, and the Wax, 

This at Command, and now Invention lacks ; 

This Sentence ſerves, and that-my Hand out ſtrikes, 

That pleaſeth well, and this as much miſlikes ; 

1 wnte, indite, I point, I raze, I quote, 

J interline, I blot, correct, and note; 35 

I hope, diſpair, take Courage, faint, diſdain, 

I make, alledge, I imitate, I fain : 

Now thus it muſt be, and now thus, and thus, 

Bold, ſhame-fac'd, fearleſs, doubtful, rimorous; 40 
My faint Hand writing, what my full Eye reads, | 

From every Word ſtrange Paſſion ſtill proceeds, 8 
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O when the Soul is fettered once in Woe, | 

Tis ſtrange what Humours it doth force us to; 
A Tear doth drown a Tear, Sigh Sigh doth ſmother, 45 
This hinders that, that interrupts the other: 

- 'Th' o'er-watched Weakneſs of the ſick Conceit, 

Is that which makes* ſmall Beauty ſeem ſo great, 
Like Things which hid in troubled Waters lie, 
Which crook'd, ſeem ſtrait, if ſtrait, the contrary: 50 
And thus our vain Imagination ſhews it, 

As it conceives it, not as Judgment knows it; 

As in a Mirrour, if the ſame be true, | 

Such as our Likeneſs, juſtly ſuch are you: 7 2 
But as you change yourſelf, it changeth there, 55 
And ſhews you as you are, not as you were 

And with your Motion doth your Shadow move, 

If Frown or Smile, ſuch the Conceit of Love. 

Why, tell me, is it poſſible the Mind 

A Form in all Deformicy ſhould find? ll 
Within the Compaſs of Man's Face we ſee, 

How many Sorts of ſeveral Favours be; 11 43 
And that the Chin, the Noſe, the Brow, the Eye, 
If great, if ſmall, flat, ſharp, or if awry, | 
Alters Proportion, altereth the Grace 65 
And makes a mighty Difference in the Face ; 

And in the World, ſcarce two ſo like there ars, 

One with the other, which if you compare, 

But being ſet before you both together, 

A judging Sight doth ſoon diſtinguiſh either; 70 
How Woman. like a Weakneſs is it then? 


O what ſtrange Madneſs ſo poſſeſſeth Men ? 
Bereft of Senſe, ſuch ſenſeleſs Wonders ſeeing, 
Without Form, Faſhion, en or Being? 


For 
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For which ſo many die to live in Anguiſh, 75 
Yet cannot live, if thus they ſhould not languiſn; 
That Comfort yields not, and yet Hope denies not, 
A Lite that lives not, and a Death that dies not; 
That. hates us moſt, when moſt it ſpeaks ns fair, 
Doth promiſe all Things, always pays with Air; 80 
Vet ſometime doth our preateſt Grief appeaſe, 

To double Sorrow after little Eaſe. 

Like that which thy laſcivious Will doth crave, 
Which if once had, thou never more canſt have; 
Which if thou get, in getting thou doſt waſte it, 85 
Taken, is loſt, and periſh'd if thou haſt it; 

W hich if thou gain'ſt, thou ne'er the more haſt won, 
F loſing nothing, yet am quite undone; | 

And yet of that, if that a King deprive me, 

No King reſtores, tho' he a Kingdom give me. 90 
Doſt thou of Father and of Friends deprive me? 
And tak'ſt thou from me all that Heaven did give me? 
What Nature claims by Blood, Allies, or Nearnefs, 
Or Friendſhips challenge, by Regard or Dearneſs. 
Maki me an Orphan ere my Father die, 95 
A woful Widow in Virginity. © | 

Is thy unbridled Luft the Cauſe of all ? | 
And does thy flattering Tongue bewail my Fall? 
The dead Man's Grave with ſeigned Tears to fill, 
So the devouring Crocodile doth kill; 1000 
To harbour Hate in ſtew of ſweeteſt Things, 190 TY 
So in the Roſe the poiſoned Serpent ſtings, © 
To lurk far off, yet lodge Deſtruction b, 
The Bo/lisk doch poiſon with the Eye; | 

To call for Aid, and then te lie in Wait, 105 
So the Hy@ne murthers by Deceit ; 
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By ſweet Inticements, ſuddain Death to bring, 
So from the Rocks th' alluring Mermazds ſing ; 
In greateſt Wants, t'inflict the greateſt Woe, 
This is the utmoſt Tyranny can do. n 
But where, I ſee, the Tempeſt thus prevails, 
What uſe of Anchors, or what need of Sails? Oh 
Above us bluſtering Winds and dreadful Thunder, 
The Waters gape for our Deſtruction under; 1 
Here on this Side the furious Billows fly, | 2115 
There Rocks, there Sands, and dang'rous Whirl-pools lie. 
Is this the Mean that Mightineſs approves ? NS 
And in this Sort do Princes woo their Loves? 

Mildneſs would better ſuit with Majeſty, _— FA 
Then raſh Revenge, and rough Severity 5 120 
O in what Safety Temperance doth reſt. 
Obtaining Harbour in a Sovereign's Breaſt; 
Which, if ſo praiſeful in the meaneſt Men, 


In powerful Kings how glorious is it then??? 
Fled I firſt hither hoping to have Aid, 1235 
Here thus to have mine Innocence betray'd ?_ 4 


Is Court and Country both her Enemy 
And no Place found to ſhroud in Chapity off 

Each Houſe for Luſt a Harbour, and an Inn, 

And every City a Receipt for Sin; - 138 
And do all pity Beauty in Diſtreſs, , | - 
If Beauty chaſte, then only pityleſs? 

Thus is ſhe made the Inſtrument to Ill, 
And unreliev'd may wander where ' ſhe, will, 11 
Laſcivious Poets which abuſe the TrutbL, 1335 
Which oft teach Age to ſin, infſecting Youth ; , 
For the Unchaſte make Trees and Stones to mourn, 
Or, as they pleaſe, to nr the do turm: 
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Crnyras's Daughter, whoſe inceſtous Mind, 
Made her wrong Nature and diſhonour Kind ; 
Long ſince by them is turn'd into a Mir, 
Whoſe dropping Liquor ever weeps for her; 
And in a Fountain, Biblis doth deplore 

Her Fault ſo vile and monſtrous before: 
Scylla, which once her Father did betray, 

Is now a Bird, if all be true they ſay. 
She that with Phebus did the foul Offence, 
Now metamorphoſed into Frankincenſe ; 


Others, to Flowers, to Odours, and to Gum, 


At leaſt Fove's Leman is a Star become ; 


And more ; they fain a thouſand fond Excuſes, 


To hide their *Scapes, and cover their Abuſes 
The Virgin only they obſcùre and hide, 
Whilſt the Unchaſte, by them are deify'd ; 
And if by them a Virgin be expreſs'd, 

She muſt be rank'd ignobly with the reſt ; 

I am not now, as when thou ſaw'ſt me laſt, 
Time hath -thoſe Features utterly defac'd ; 


And all the Beauties fate upon my Brow, 


Thou would'ſt not think ſuch ever had been now; 


And glad I am, that Time with me is done, 
2 myſelf religiouſly a Nun; 

My veital Habit me contenting more, 

'Than all the Robes adorning me before. 
Had Roſamond (a Recluſe of our Sort) | 
Taken our Cloiſter, left the wanton Court; 
Shadowing that Beauty with a holy Veil, 
Which ſhe, alas! too looſely ſet to Sale; 


She need not, like an ugly Minotaur, - 


Have been lock'd up from jealous Eleanor 


149 
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But been as famous by thy Mother's Wrongs, 

As by thy Father ſubject to all Tongues. 

To ſhadow Sin, Might can the moſt pretend, 

Kings, but the Conſcience, all Things can defend. 

A ſtronger Hand reſtrains our wilful Powers, 

A Will muſt rule above this Will of ours ; 

Not following what our vain Deſires do woo, 

For Virtue's Sake, but what we, only, do. 

And hath my Father choſe to live exiled, 

Before his Eyes ſhould ſee my Youth defiled? 

And to withſtand a Tyrant's leud Defire, 

Beheld his Towns ſpent in revengeful Fire: 

Yet never touch'd with Grief, ſo only TI, 

Exempt from Shame might honourably die. 

And ſhall this Jewel, which ſo dearly coſt, 

Be after all, by my Diſhonour loſt ? 

No, no, his reverend Words, his holy Tears, 

Yet in my Soul too deep Impreſſion bears, 

His lateſt Farewel, at his laſt Depart, 

More deeply is ingraved in my Renn 5 

Nor ſhall that Blot, by me his Name would have, 

Bring his grey Hairs with Sorrow to his Grave ; 

Better his Tears to fall upon my Tomb, 

'Then for my Birth to curſe my Mother's Womb, 
o' Dunmew give no Refuge here at all, 

Dunmo can give my Body burial. 

If all remorſeleſs, no Tear-ſheding Eye, 

Myſelf will moan myſelf, ſo live, fo die, 


QUEEN 
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10 THE 


VIRTUOUS LADY, 


ANNE HARRINGTON, 
WIFE to the Honourable Gentleman, | 


Sir JOHN HARRINGTON, Knt. 


known in general to all, and your gracious 

avours to my ener ſelf, have confirmed 
that in me, which, before bnew you, I only 
faw by the Light of other Men's Fudgments. 
Honour ſeated in your Breaſt, finds berſelf adorned 
a in a rich Palace, making that excelent, wobich 


| W ſingular good Lady, your many Virtues 


mates 
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makes * which, like the Sun, from 
thence... begetteth moſt precious Things of ibis 
Warld, only by the Virene 1 85 Js, 
not the Namnre of the Moll. * 5 45 bef 
diſcerned by the worthy, dejented Minds want 
that pure Fire which foould give Vigor to 
Virtue. I refer to your great Thoughts, the un- 
partial Fudges of true Affection, the unſeigned 
Zeal I. lab eber born io Jour bonourable Serviee, 


and /o reft 
elHQ COgELA Jt tt AA 2: 
Humbly to Command, 
rene Mt 12 


* Mica AEI DRAYT ox. 


4 Y 
- 

#> 3 \ 2 

Tae 6 AS: 

a * 

. » % 

= = 
* ‚ a * 1 

| % - WE" - : \ - a a 7 0 x * * 9 
\ 21 ' , : . 
pg > . d l * 2 . , - 4 

Sgt I + 8 » . * & . * * d — « 12 

1 | g & 1» 
* * 6 -& 
1.4 ; 4 


Queen ISABEL 


- 
5 UF 0 @ # . — * wh. 


MORTIMER. 


— * 6 Mu dans” 
. 
. 19 


Tue ARGUMENT. 


Queen Iſabel, the Wife of. Edward II, "called Edward 
Carnarvan, being the Daughter | Philip the Fair; 
King of France, forſaken Ti . ng ber Husband, 
who delighted only in the Company of Pierce Gaveſton, 
bis Minton and Tauourite; fads after bis Dratb ſt- 


duced by the evil Counſel of the Spencers. Tbrs gers, 


thus left by ber Hurband, even in the Glory of ber 
Youth, dre into ber "pie, tial Favour Roger Mortimes,. 
Lord of Wigmore, 2 of” a mighty and invincible 
on . 5 Lord Mortimer af, in Arms again 
' the King, with Thomas Earl 'of er, and the 
Barons, was taken ere be could gather bis Pak 
and, by the King, committed to the Tower of London. 
Durzag 
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During bis Impriſonment, be ordained a Feaſt in Honour 
H bis Birth-Day, to which be invited Sir Stephen 
Segrave, Lieutenant f tbe Tower, and the reſt of the 
cers, where, by means of a Drink prepared by the 
Ducen, be caſt them all into a beavy Sleep, and, with 
Ladders of Cords, being ready prepared for the pur- 
poſe, be eſcapeth and flyeth into France, whither /be 


fendeth this Epiſtle, 241 4 wa f of ber own Misfor- 
74 ö 


ale Eſcape. 


HO ſuch ſweet Comfort comes not now from her, 
| As England's Queen hath ſent to Morti mer; 

Yet what that wants, which might my Power approve, 
Tf Lines can bring, this ſball ſupply with Love; 
Methinks Affliction ſhould not fright me fo, [- 
Nor ſhould reſume theſe ſundry Shapes of Woe ; 

But when I fain would find the Cauſe of this, 
Thy Abſence! ſhews me where the Error is. 

Oft' when I think of thy departing hence, 


tunes, and greatly rejoycing at 


Sad Sotrow then poſſeſſeth eviry Senſe: |, 170 


But finding thy dear Blood preſerv'd thereby, 

And in thy Life, my long-wiſh'd Liberty ; 

With that ſweet Thought myſelf 1 only pleaſe, 
Amid'ſt my Grief, which ſometimes gives me Eaſe ; 
Thus do extreameft Ills a Joy. pofleſs,. -- I5 
And one Woe makes another Woe ſeem leſs. 


Bleſt be che Night, the mild-aſpected Hour, 


Wherein thou mad'ſt Eſcape out of the Tower: 

'The- gentle Planet which that Hour did reign, 

Shall conſecrated ever-more remain ; | 

And ſhall be happy in the Birth of Men. 
4 Lord of the Aſcendant then. 6 


20 


Which was chie 
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O how I fear'd that ſleepy Juice I ſent; 

Might yet want Power to further thine Intent! | 
Or that fome unfeen Myſtery might lurk, | 25 
Which wanting Order, kindly ſhould not work; 

Oft' did I wiſh thoſe dreadful poiſon'd Lees, 

That clos'd the ever-waking Dragon's Eyes; 

Or I had had thoſe Senſe-bereaving Stalks, 


That grow in ſhady algo ant dark Walks ; 30 


Or thoſe black Weeds on Leath. Banks below, 

Or Lunary, that doth on Latmus flow ; 

Oft' did I fear this moiſt and foggy Clime, 

Or that the Earth, wax'd barren now with Time; 


Should not have Herbs to help me in this Caſe, 3 5 


Such as do thrive on India's parched Face; | 
That Morrow, when the bleſſed Sun: did riſe, 
And ſhut the Lids of all Heaven's lefler Eyes; 
Forth. from my Palace, by a fecret Stair, 


I ſteal to Thames, as tho? to take the Air; 40 


Ver. 23. [O how I fear'd that ſleepy Drink T ſent 
— rpbt yet want Power to further 'thine Intent. 


Mortimer being in the Tower, and ordaining a Feaft 


in Honour of his Birth-day, as he pretended, and in- 
viting thereunto Sir Stephen Seagrave, Conſtable of the 
Tower, with the reſt of the Officers belonging to the 
ſame, he gave them a ſleepy Drink, provided him by 
the Queen, -by which means he got Liberty for his 
Eſcape, ; | | 
Ver. 40. [I feal to Thames, as tho! to take the Air: 
a And ak the gentle Stream as it doth glide, I 
Mortimer being got out of the Tower, ſwam 
River of Thames into Kent, whereof ſhe having Intel 


igence, 


— AD -_ 
— Le 
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And ask the gentle Flood as it doth glide, 
If thou didſt paſs: or periſh by the Tide? 
If thou didſt periſh, I deſire the Stream, 
To lay thee ſoftly on her Silver Team, 


And bring thee to me, to the quiet Shoar, 45 


That with her Tears thou might'ſt have ſome Tears more. 
When ſuddenly doth riſe a N Gale, 

With that, methinks, the troubled Waves look pale, 
And ſighing with that little Guſt that blows, 


With this Remembrance ſeem to knit their Brows. ge 


Even as this ſudden Paſſion doth afright me, 
The chearful Sun breaks from a Cloud to light me; 
Then doth the Bottom evident appear, | 
As it would ſhew me, that thou waſt not there ;. 
When as the Water flowing where I ſtand, | 
Doth ſeem to, tell me, thou art fafe on Land. © 
Did Bolerne once a Feſtival prepare 
For England, Almain, Sicily, and Navarre ? 


When 


igence, doubteth of his Strength to eſcape, by reaſon of 
4 lenz Impriſonment, being almoſt the Space of three 
Ver. «7. [Did Boleine | once a Feſtival prepare 

. 874 xr England, Almain, Sicily, - — 2 


Edward Carnar van, the firſt Prince of Wales of the 
Engliſ Blood, married Jabel, Daughter of Phillip the 
Farr of Boleine, in the Preſence of the Kings of A- 
main, Navarre, and Sicily, with the chief Nobility of 
France and England: Which Marriage was there ſolem- 
nized with exceeding Pomp and Magnificence. 


84 


e 
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When France envied thoſe Buildings, only. bleſt d, 

Grac'd with the Orgies of my bridal Feal, h <1; -+ of 

That Engliſh Edward ſhould refuſe my Bed. 
For that laſcivious, ſhameleſs Ganimed 2 1 

And in my Place, upon his regal Throne, 

To ſet the Girl-boy, wanton Gaveſton. welke 

Betwixt the Feature of my Face and his, 65 

My Glaſs affures me no ſuch Difference is; 

That a foul Witch's Baſtard ſhould thereby 

Be thought more worthy of his Loye than T. 

What doth” avail us to be Princes Heir, 

When we can boaſt our Birth is only theirs? 10 

When baſe difſembling Flatterers ſhall deceive us, 

Of all our famous Anceſtors did leave u 

And of our princely Jewels and our  Dowers, 8 
We but enjoy the leaft of what is ours; When 


Ver. 6 3. [And in my Place, upon bis regal Throne, © 
| To ſet that Girl-Boy, wenton Gaveſton. 
Noting the 4 and luxurious Wantonneſs of 
Gaveſton, the King's Minion, his Behaviour and Attire 
ever ſo Woman- like, to pleaſe the Eye of his laſcivious 
Prince. bs | 4 
Ver. 67. [That a foul Witch's Barſftard S thereby,] 
It was urged by the Queen and the Nobility, in the 
Diſgrace of Pierce Gaveſton, that his Mother was con- 
victed of Witchcraft, and burned for the ſame, and 
that Pierce had bewitched the King. A ILAN a 
Ver. 73. And of our princely Fewels and our Dowers, 
e but enjoy the leaſt of what is ours. 
A Complaint of the Prodigality of King Edward, 


giving 
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When Minion's Heads muſt wear our Monarch's Crowns, 
To raiſe up Dunghils with our famous Towns; 76 
When Beggar's Brats are wrap'd in rich Perfumes, 
Their Buzzard Wings impt with our Eagles Plumes ; 
And match'd with the brave Iſſue of our Blood, 
Ally the Kingdom to their craven Brood. $9 
Did Long ſbanks purchaſe with his conquering Hand, 
Albania, Gaſcoyne, Cambray, Ireland? Th 
| | 4 That 


— ——— — = | . — 


— 
* 


giving unto Gaveſton the Jewels and Treaſure which 
was left him, by the antient Kings of England; and 
enriching him with the goodly Manor of Wallingford, 
aſſigned as Parcel of the Dower to the Queens of this 
famous Iſle. g 


Ver. 79. [And join'd with the Brave Iſſue of our Blood, 
. Ally our Kingdom to their craven Brood.] 


Edward II. gave to Pierce Gaveſton in Marriage, the 
Daughter of Gilbert Clare, Earl of Glouceſter, begot of 
the Ring's Siſter, Foan of Acres, married to the faid 
Earl of Glouceſter. 


Ver. 82. Albania, Gafcoine, Cambray, Ireland 7) 


Albania, Scotland, ſo called of Abana, the ſecond 
Son of Brutus and Cambria; Wales, ſo called of Cam- 
ber the third Son, the four Realms and Counties brought 
in Subjection by Edward Long banks, 
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That young Carnarvan, his unhappy Son, 

Should give away all that his Father won? 4 
To back a Stranger, proudly bearing down 35 
The brave Allies and Branches of the Crown ? 

And did great Edward on his Death-bed give 

This Charge to them which afterwards ſhould live, 
That that proud Gaſcoine, baniſhed the Land, | 
No more ſhould tread upon the Engliſb Sand? go 
And have theſe great Lords in the Quarrel ſtood, 
And ſealed his laſt Will with their deareſt Blood, 
That after all this fearful Maffacre, & 

The Fall of : Beauchamp, Lacy, Lancaſter, + | 
| | 76h 7 p21 Another 


Ver. 84. [Should give away all that his Fatber won, 
To back a Stranger, ] | 
King Edward offered his Right in France to Charles 
his Brother-in-Law, and his Right in Scotland to Robert 
Bruce, to be aided againſt the Barons, in the Quarrel 
of Prerce Gaveſton. | by | 


Ver. 89). [And did great Edward on his Death-bed give] 


Edward Long ſhanks, on his Death-bed at Carl iſle, 
commanded young Edward, his Son, on his Bleſling, 
not to call back Gaveſton, who, for miſguiding of 
the Prince's Youth, was before baniſhed by the whole 
Council of the Land. | 


Ver. 93. [That after all this fearful Maſſacre, 
: The Fall of Beauchamp, Lacy, Lancaſter.] 


Thomas, Earl of Lancaſter, Guy Earl of Warwick, 
and Henry Earl of Lincoln, who had taken their Hy 
ore 


— 


48 


England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


Another faithleſs Favourite ſhould ariſe, 95 
To cloud the Sun of our Nobilities? | 
And glory'd I in Gaveſfon's great Fall, 

That now a Spencer ſhould ſucceed in all? 

And that his Aſhes ſhould another breed, 8 f 
Which in his Place and Empire ſhould ſucceed; 100 
That wanting one a Kingdom's Wealth to ſpend, 

Of what that left, this now ſhall make an End; 

To waſte all that our Father won before, 

Nor leave our Son a Sword to conquer more. 


Thus but in vain we fondly do reſiſt. tos 
Where Power can do, even all Things as it hiſt ; 

And of our Right with Tyrants to debate, 

Lendeth them Means to weaken our Eſtate. 
Whilſt Parliaments muſt remedy their Wrongs, | 
And we attend for what to us belongs; 110 
N. | e Our 


18 1 


— — 


before the deceaſed King at his Death, to withſtand 
his Son Edward, if he ſhould call Gaveffon from 
Exile, being a Thing which he much feared: Now 
ſeeing Edward to violate his Father's Commandment, 
riſe in Arms agaiaſt the King, which was the Cauſe of 
the Civil War, and the Ruin of ſo many Princes. 


Ver. 97. [And glory'd I in Gaveſton's great Fall, 
' That now a Spencer /bould fucceed in all.] 
The two Hugh Spencers, the Father and the Son, after 
the Death of Gave/or, became great Favourites of the 
King, the Son being created by him Lord Chamberlain, 
and the Father, Ear] of Wincheſter. 


— 
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Our Wealth but Fuel to their- fond Exceſs, 

We faſting ſtill to feaſt their Wantonneſs. 

Think'ſt thou our Wrongs then not ſufficient are, 

To move our Brother to religious War? 

And if they were, yet Edward doth detain, 113 
Homage for Po:Fou, Guienne, and Aquitazn ; 

And if not that, yet hath he broke the Truce, 

Thus all accrue, to put back all Excuſe. 

The Siſter's Wrong, join'd with the Brother's Right, 
Methinks might urge him in this Cauſe to fight. 125 
Are all thoſe People ſenſeleſs of our Harms, 

Which for our Country oft have manag'd Arms? 

Is the brave Nor mans Courage now forgot? 

Have the bold Britains loſt the Uſe of Shot? 

The big-bon'd Amai ns, and ſtout Brabanders, 128 
Their warlike Pikes, and ſharp-edg'd Scimiters? 

Or do the Pzckards let their Croſs-bows lye, 

Once like the Centaurs of old Theſſaly ? 

Or if a valiant Leader be their lack, 

W here thou art preſent, who ſhould drive them back ? x 30 
I do conjure thee by what is moſt dear, 

By that great Name of famous Mortimer ; 


* 


1 


Ver. 115. [And if they were, yet Edward doth detain 
Homage for Poictou, Guienne, ard Aquitain,] 


Edward Longjhanks did Homage ſor thofe Cities 
and Territories to the French King, which Edward II 
neglecting, moved the French King, by the Subordina- 
tion of Mortimer, to ſeize thoſe Countries into his 


Hands. 
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By antient Nigmore's honourable Creſt, 

The Tombs where all thy famous Grandſires reſt ; 
Or if than theſe, what more may thee approve, 135 
Even by thoſe Vows of thy unfeigned Love, 

That thy great Hopes may move the Chriſtian King, 
By foreign Arms ſome Comfort yet to bring, 
To curb the Power of Traitors that rebel] 


gainſt the Right of princely Jabel. =_ 


Vain, witleſs Woman, why ſhould I deſire, 

Jo add more Heat to thy immortal Fire? 

Jo urge thee by the Violence of Hate, 

Jo ſhake the Pillars of thine own Eſtate, 

When whatſoever we intend to do, 145 

To our Misfortune ever Sorts unto. ; | 

And nothing elſe remains for us. beſide, 

But Tears and Coffins, only, to provide; 

When ſtill ſo long as Borough bears that Name, 

Time ſhall not blot out our deſerved Shame; 150 

And whilſt clear Trent her wonted Courſe ſhall keep, 

For our fad Fall, continually ſhall weep. | 
15 5 Al 


—B —— 


Ver. 133. | By antient Wigmore's bonourable Creſt ] 


Wigmore, inthe Marches of Wales,was the antient Houſe 
of the Morti mers, that noble and couragious Family. 


Ver. 149. [ That ſcill fo long as Borough bears that Name. | 


0 *. - | 

The Queen remembreth the great Overthrow given 
to the Barons, by Andrew Herkley, Earl of Carlifte, at 
Borcugh-Bridge, after the Battle at Barton. 
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All ſee our Ruin on our Backs is thrown, 
And we too weak to bear it out are grown; Fc. 
Torleton, that ſhould our Buſineſs direct, 155 
The common Foe doth vehemently fuſpet;. — - 


For dangerous Things get hardly to their End, 


Whereon ſo many watchfully attend. 
What ſhould I fay? My Griets do ſtill renew, 


And but begin when I ſhould bid adieu, 160 


Few be my Words, but manifold my Woe, 

And ſtill I ſtay, the more I ſtrive to go. * 
Then till fair Time ſome greater Good afford, 
Take my Love's Payment in theſe airy Words. 164 


8 


— — 2 


Ver. 155, [And Torleton now whoſe C ounſel '/bould dreck, ] 


This was Adam Torleton, Biſhop of Hereford, that 
great Politician, who ſo highly favoured the Faction of 
the Queen and Mortimer, whoſe evil Counſel afterward 
wrought the Deſtruction of the King, 


D2 ' MORTIMER 


— — — ä—́—— —f— 


\ 
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MORTIMER 


„ IF 
Queen ISAB EL. 


8 by Salutes my Sorrows do adjourn, 
1 So back to thee their Intereſt I turn; 


Tho not in ſo great Bounty, 1 confeſs, 


As thy heroick, princely Lines expreſs : 

For how ſhould Comfort iſſue from the Breath, 

Of one condemn'd, and long lodg'd up for Death? 
From Murther's Rage thou didſt me once deprive, 
Now in Exile my Hopes thou do'ſt revive ; 


Twice 


— 


. e 


Ver. 6. [Of one condemn'd, and long lodg d up for Death *] 


Roger Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore, had ſtood pub- 
lickly condemned for his Inſurrection with Thomas, 
Earl' of Lancaſter, and Boban, Earl of Hereford, by 
the Space of three Months: And, as the Report went, 
the Day of his Execution was determined to have been 
ſhortly, which he prevented by his Eſcape. 
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Twice all was taken, twice thou all didſt give, 
And thus twice dead, thou mak'ſt me twice to live. 10 
This double Life of mine, your only due, 
Vou gave to me; I gave it back to you; 
Ne'er my Eſcape had I adventur'd thus, 
As did the Sky-attempting Dedalus ; 
And yet to give more Safety to my Flight, 15 
Have made a Night a Day, a Day a Night. 
Nor had I back'd the proud aſpiring Wall, 
Which held without my Hopes, within my Fall, 
Leaving the Cords to tell where I had gone, 
For gazing Eyes with Fear to look upon; 20 
But that thy Beauty, by a Power divine, 
Breath'd a new Life into this Spirit of mine, 

D 3 | Drawn 


"$1 "B09 $444 
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Ver. 9. [Twice all mas taken, twice thou all didi give.] 
At what Time the two Marti mers, this Roger, Lord 
of Wigmore, and his Uncle Roger Mortimer the Elder, 
apprehended in the 2 the Queen, by means of 
Torleton, Biſhop of Hereford, and Beck, Biſhop of 
Duarbam, and Patriarch of Feruſalem, being then both 
mighty in the State, upon the Submiſſion of the Morti- 
mers, ſomewhat pacified the King, and now, ſecondly, 
ſhe wrought Means for his Eſcape. - | 


Ver. 19. [Leaving the Cords to tell where I bad gone, J 


With ſtrong Ladders made of Cords, provided him for 
the purpoſe, he eſcaped out of the Tower, which, 
when the ſame were found faſtened to the Walls, in 
fuch a deſperate Attempt, they bred Aſtoniſhment to 
the Beholders. 


9 ——— — 
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Drawn by the Sun of thy celeſtial Eyes, 
With fiery Wings made Paſſage thro? the Skies, 
The Heavens did ſeem the Charge of me to take, 25 
And Sea and Land befriend me for thy Sake: 
Thames ſtop'd her Tide, to make me Way to go, 
As thou hadſt charg'd her that it ſhould be ſo; 
The hollow, murmuring Winds their due Time kept, 
As they had rock'd the World, while all Things ſlept ; 30 
One Billow bore me up, another drave me, 
This ftrove to help me, and that ſtrove. to ſave me; 
The briſling Reeds, mov'd with the Air, did chide me, 
1 M they would tell me, that they meant to hide me ; 

he pale-fac'd Night beheld thy heavy Cheer, 35 
And would not let one little Star appear; 
But over all her ſmoaky Mantle hurl'd, 
And in thick Vapours muffled up the World ; 
And the pure Air became ſo calm and ſtill, 
As it had been obedient to my Will; ; 40 
And every Thing diſpoſed to my Reſt, | 7 
As when on Seas the Halcyon builds her Neſt. 1 
When thoſe rough Waves, which late with Fury ruſh'd, 
Slide ſmoothly on, and ſuddenly are huſh'd ; . 
Nor Neptune lets his Surges out ſo long, 45 
As Nature 1s in bringing forth her Young ; 
Nor let the Spencers glory in my Chance, 
That I ſhould live an Exile here in France: of. 

| | at 


Ver. 47. [ Nor let the Spencers glory in my Chance.] 


The two Hugh Spencers, the Father and the Son, 
then being ſo highly favoured of the King, knew 25 
their 
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That I from England baniſhed ſhould be, | 
But England 2 baniſhed from me: | 50 
More were our Want, France our great Blood ſhould bear, 
Then England's Loſs ſhould be to Mortimer. 

My Grandſire was the firſt ſince Artbur's Reign, 

That the round Table rectified again; | 
To whoſe great Court at Kenelworth did come, 55 
The Peerlels r of all Chriſtendom: 

W hoſe princely Order, honour'd England more, 

Than all the Conqueſts ſhe atchiev'd before. 

Never durſt Scot ſet Foot in Exgli/6 Ground, 
Nor on his Back did Exgliſb bear a Wound; 60 
Whilſt Wigmore flouriſh'd with our princely Hopes, 
And whilſt our Enſign march'd with Edward's Troops: 


1 D4 Whilſt 


— 
** a 8 


— —_—__—_—_—_—_— 


their greateſt Safety came by his Exile, whoſe high 
and turbulent Spirit could never brook any Co- rival in 


Greatneſs. 


— 


Ver. 83. [ My Grandfire was the fe Ace Arthur's Rez 
| 1 2 T round Table 2 again.] oth 


Roger Mortimer, called the great Lord Mortimer, 
Grandfather to this Roger, which was afterwards the 
firſt Earl of March, re-ereted the round Table at 
Kenel worth, after the antient Order of King Arthur's 
Table, with the Retinue of a bundred Knights, and a 
hundred Ladies in his Houſe, for the entertaining of 


ſuch Adventurers as came thither from all Parts of 
Chriſtendom, | 
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Whilſt famous Zong ſbanks's Bones, in Fortune's Scorn, 
As ſacred Relicks to the Field were born ; g 
Nor ever did the valiant Exgliſb doubt, 65 
Whilſt our brave Battles guarded them about; 

Nor did our Wives and woful Mother's mourn, 

The Engliſh Blood that ſtained Bannocksbourr ; 
Whilſt with his Minions ſporting in his Tent, 
Whole Days and Nights in Banqueting were ſpent, 70 
Until the Scots, which under Sateguard ſtood, 
Made laviſh Havock of the Exgliſs Blood? 


And 


Ver. 63. [Whil/ ons Longſhanks's Bones in Fortune 


corn. 


Edward Long ſbanks willed at his Death, that his 
Body ſhould. be boiled, the Fleſh from the Bones, and 
that the Bones ſhould be born to the Wars in Scotland, 
which he was perſuaded unto by a Prophecy, which 
told, that the Exgliſt ſhould ſtill be fortunate in Con- 
queſt, ſo long as his Bones were carried in the Field. 


Ver. 68. [The Engliſh Blood that tained Bannocksbourn.] 


In the great Voyage Edward II made againſt the 
Scots, at the Battle of Striveling, near unto the River 
of Bannockshourn in Scotland, where there was in the 
Engli/5 Camp ſuch Banqueting and Exceſs, ſuch Riot 
— Diſorder, that the Scots, who in the mean Time 
laboured fer Advantage, gave the Engliſb a great 
Overthrow. 


5 


ö 
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And battered Helms lay ſcattered on the Shore, 
Where they in Conqueſt had been born before. 
A thouſand Kingdoms will we ſeek for far, 76 
As many Nations waſte with civil War; 
Where the diſhevel'd gaſtly Sea-Nymph ſings, 
Or well-rigg'd Ships ſhall ſtretch their ſwelling Wings, 
And drag their Anchors thro* the ſandy Fome, 
About the World in every Clime to rome, 80 
And thoſe unchriſtned Countries call our own, 
Where ſcarce the Name of Ezg/and hath been known; 
And in the Dead-Sea fink our Houſes Fame, 
From whoſe ſtern Waves we firſt deriv'd our Name ; 
Before foul black-mouth'd Infamy ſhall fing, 85 
That Mortimer eer ſtoop'd unto a King. 
And we will turn ſtern- viſage Fury back, 
To ſeek his Spoile, who fought our utter Sack : 
And come to beard him in our native Iſle, 
E'er he march forth to follow our Exile. 90 
And after all theſe boiſtrous, ſtormy Shocks, 
Yet will we grapple with the chalky Rocks: 
Nor will we ſteal like Pirates, or like. Thieves, 
From Mountains; Foreſts; or Sea-bordering Cie ves, 

D 5 But 


* 
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Ver. 83. [And in the Dead. Sea fink our Houſes Fame, 
rom "whoſe, &c.] | 


* _— 


Mortimer, ſo called of Mare Mortuam, and in Frenth 
Mortimer, un A the Dead-Sea, which is ſaid to be 
where Sodom and Gomorab once were, before they were 
deſtroy'd by Fire from Heaven. 
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But fright the Air with Terror, when we come, 95 
Of the ſtern Trumpet, and the bellowing Drum : 

And in the Field advance our plumy Creſt, 

And march upon fair Exgland's flow'ry Breaſt ; 

And Thames, which once we for our Lite did ſwim, 
Shaking our dewy Treffes on her Brim, 100 
Shall bear my Navy, vaunting in her Pride, 

Falling from Tanet with the powerful Tide; 

Which fertile Ee, and fair Kent ſhall ſee, 

Spreading her Flags along the pleaſant Lee, 

When on her ſteming Poop ſhe proudly bears, r05 
The famous Enſigns of the Belgick Peers; 

And for the hateful ſacrilegious Sin, 

Which by the Pope he ſtands accurſed in; 

The Canon Text ſhall have a common Gloſs, 

Receipts in Parcels, ſhall be paid in Groſs. ; 110 
This Doctrine preach'd, who from the Church doth take, 
At leaſt ſball treble Reſtitution make. | 

For which Rome ſends her Curſes out from far, 
Thhro' the ſtern Throat of Terror breathing War. 


Till 


— 


- Ver. 107. And for that  bateful ſacrilegious Sin 
bs bich by the Pope be ſtands accurſed zn.] 


Gauſtelinus and Lucas, two Cardinals ſent into Eng- 
land from Pope Clement, to appeaſe the antient Hate 
between the King and Thomas Earl of Lancaſter, to 
whoſe Embaſſy the King ſeemed to yield ; but after 
their Departure he went back from his Promiſes, for 
which he was accurſed at Rome, 


=>” 


Betwixt their neighbouring French, and bord'ring Scot, 
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Till to th'unpeopl'd Shoars ſhe brings Supplies, 
Of thoſe induſtrious Roman Colonies.  . 
And for his Homage, by the which of old, 
proud Edward, Guzenne, and Aquitain doth hold. 
Charles by invaſive Arms again ſhall take. | 
And ſend the Engl:i/h Forces o'er the Lake; 120 
When Edward's Fortune ſtands upon this Chance, 

To loſe in England, or expulsd from France ; 

And all thoſe 8 great Long ſtanks left his Son, 
Now loſt, which once he fortunately won. 

Within their ſtrong Port-culliz'd Ports ſhall lie, 125 
And from their Walls his Sieges ſhall defy, 

And by that firm and undeſolved Knot, 


riuce 


— 8 — 


Ver. 116. [Of thoſe induſtrious Roman Colonies.] 


A Colony is a Sort, or Number of People, that come 
to inhabit a Place before, or inhabited, whereby he 
ſeems to propheſy of the Subverſion of the Land, the 
Pope joining with the Power of other Princes againſt 
Edward, for the Breach of his Promiſe. 


Ver. 119. [Charles by invaſive Arms again hall take,] 


Charles the French King, moved by the Wrong done 
unto his Siſter, ſeizeth the Provinces. which belonged 
to the King of Exgland into his Hands, ſtirred the rather 
thereto by Mortimer, who ſolicited her Cauſe in France, 
as is expreſſed before in the other Epiſtle, in the Gloſs 
upon this Point, | 
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Bruce now ſhalt bring his Red-/Zanks from the Seas, 

From th'Iſled Orcades, and the Hebrydes. 130 

And to his Weſtern Havens give free Paſs, 

To Land the Kern and T-i/b Galiglaſ, 

Marching from Tweed to ſwelling Humber's Sands, 

Waſting along the Northern Netherlands. 

And wanting thoſe which ſhould his Power ſuſtain, 135 

Conſum'd with Slaughter in his bloody Reign, 

Our warlike Sword ſhall drive him from his Throne, 

Where he ſhall lie for us to tread upon ; 

And thoſe great Lords now after their Attaints, 

Canonized amongſt the Engliſb Saints; 140 

And by the ſuperſtitious People thought, 

That by their Relicks, Miracles are wrought, 

And think that Flood much Virtue doth retain, 

Which took the Blood af. famous Bobun {lain ; 

Continuing the Remembrance of the Thing, 145 

To make the People more abhor their King. 

Nor ſhall a Sgencer, be he ne'er ſo great, 

Poffeſs our Wigmore, our renowned Seat. 

To raze the antient Trophies of our Race, 

With our Deſerts their Monuments to grace ; 150 
or 


» 8 ** 
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Ver. 1 39. [4rd thoſe great Lords now after tbeir Attarnts, 
Cannonized among the Engliſh Saints. 


After the Death of Thomas Earl of Lancaſter, at 
9 1 the People imagined great Miracles to be done 
by his Relicks: As they did of the Body of Bobun 
Earl of Hereford, ſlain at Borough- Bridge. | 


| 
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Nor ſhall he lead our valiant Marchers forth, 
| To make the Spencers famous in the Nortb; 

Nor be the Guardians of the Britiſe Pales, 
Defending England, and preſerving Wales. 

At firſt our Troubles eaſily recul's | 
But now grown head-ſtrong hardly to be ruPd ; 
Deliberate Counſel needs us to direct, 
Where not, even Plainneſs frees us from Suſpect. 
By thoſe Miſhaps our Errors that attend, 
Let us our Faults ingeniouſly amend, 160 
Then, Dear, repreſs. all peremptory Spleen, | 
Be more than Woman, as you are a Queen. 
Smother thoſe Sparks, too quickly elſe would burn, 
Till Time produce what now it doth adjourn. 
Till when, great Queen, 1 leave you, tho' a while, 
Live you in Reſt, nor pity my Exile. 166 
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TO MT 
Worthy and Honoured Friend, 


Sir WALTER ACTON, 
Knight of the BA TR. 


— 


8 I R, 


H O' without Suſpicion of Flattery, 1 
might, in-more ample and free Terms, in- 
timate my Affection unto yon; yet having ſo 
ſenſible a Taſte of your generous and noble Diſpo- 
Jition, which, without this Habit of Ceremony, 
can eſtimate my Love; I will rather affect 
Brevity, tho it ſhould ſeem my Fault, than, by 


—ͤ0——2— —— — RC — — 
— 
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my tedious Compliment, 10 trouble mine 0w1 


Opinion ſettled in your Judgment and Diſcretion. 
I make you the Patron of this Epiſtle of the 
Black Prince, which I pray you accept, till 
more eaſy Hours may offer up from me ſome- 
thing more wortby of your View, and my 
Travel. 33 


Durs truely devoted, 


MichAzL Dray TOR. 


* 


EDWARD 


BLack Faces, 


A L * EC: E, 


Counteſs of 841 8 BURY- 


* - 


— 


E 


Alice, Counteſs of Salisbury, remaining at Roxborou h- 
- Caſtle in the North, * the Abſence of the Earl 

_ Husband, who was, by the King's Command, ſent into 
F landers, and there Gel This Lady being befieged 
in ber Caſt le by the Scots, Edward the Black Prince 
being ſent 0 King bis a to relieve the North- 

Part, with an Army, and to remove the Siege e 
Roxborough, there fell in Love with the Counteſs ; 
ms after be returned to London, be ſought 2 
| divers Means to win ber to kts youthful Plesſures, 


forcing 


68 Fngland”s Heroical Epiſiles. 


forting the Earl of Kent, ber Father, and ber Mother, 
 annaturally to become his Agents in bis vain Deſire ; 
where, after a long and aſſured Trial of ber anvinci- 
Ne Conſtancy, be taketh to bis Wife, to which 
Ezd be only frameth this Epiſtle. 


3 theſe Papers from thy woful Lord, 
With far more Woes than they with Words are ſtor'd; 
Which if thine Eye with Raſhneſs do reprove, 
They'll fay they came from that imperious Love. 


In 


_— 


— _ 


. [ Receive theſe Papers from thy woful Lord.] 


Bandello, by whom this Hiſtory was made famous, 
being an Ttallan, as it is the Peoples Cuſtom in that 
Clime, rather to fail ſometime in the 'Truth of Cir- 
cumſtance, than to og the Grace of their Conceit, 


in like Manner as the Greciaus, of whom the Satyriſt. 


Et quicquid Græciamendax, 5 
Aber & Hiſtoria. | | 

Thinking it to be a greater Trial, that a Counteſs 
ſhould be ſued unto by a King, than by the Son of a 
King, and conſequently, that the Honour of her Cha- 
ſtity ſhould be the mare, hath cauſed it to be generally 
taken ſo ; but as by Poli dore, Fabian, and 4s 4 appears, 
the contrary is true. Vet ma Bandello be ve well 
excuſed, as being a Stranger, whoſe Errors in the Truth 
of our Hiſtory, are not ſo material, that they ſhould 
need an Invective, left bis Wit ſhould be defrauded of 


| any 


rere 
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In every Letter thou mayſt underſtand, _ 8 

Which Love hath ſigned and ſealed with his Hand; 

And where no farther Proceſs he refers, | 

In Blots ſet down, for others Characters ; 

This cannot bluſh, altho? you do refuſe it, 

Nor will reply, however you ſhall uſe it; to 

All's one to this, tho' you ſhould bid Diſpair, 

This ſtill intreats you, this ſtill ſpeaks you fair; 

Haſt thou a living Soul, a human Senſe, 

To like, diſlike, prove, order, and = ks 

A Depth of Reaſon, ſoundly to advile, 

To love Things good, Things hurtful to deſpiſe ; 

A Touch of Judgment which ſhould all Things prove, 

And haſt thou touch'd, yet not allowſt my Love? 

Sound moves his Sound, Voice doth beget his Voice, 

One Echo makes, another to rejoice ; 2 
- ne 


—— 


15 


—_ 


any part of his Due, which were not leſs, were every 
part a Fiction. Howbeit, leſt a common Error ſhould 
prevail againſt Truth, theſe Epiſtles are conceived in 
thoſe Perſons, who were, indeed, the Actors: To wit, 
Edward, Sirnamed the Black Prince, not ſo much of 


- his Complexion, as of the diſmal Battles he fought in 


France (in like Senſe, as we may ſay, a black Day) 
for ſome tragical Event, tho* the Sun ſhone never ſo 
bright therein. And Alite, the Counteſs of Salisbury, 
who, as it is certain, was beloved of Prince Edward; 


ſo it is as certain, that many Points now current in the 
received Story, can never hold together with Likelyhood 
of ſuch Enforcement, had it not been. ſhewed under 
the Title of a King. 


70 England's Hervical Epiſtles. 


One well-tun'd String ſet truly to his like, 
Stroke near at Hand doth make another ſtrike. 
How comes it then that our Affections jar? 
What Oppoſition doth beget this War? 
I know that Nature frankly to thee gave, 23 
That Meaſure of her Bounty that I have; 
And with that Senſe ſhe likewiſe to us lent,” 
Each one his Organ, each his Inſtrument; © 
But every one, becauſe it is thine own, 

Doth prize itſelf, unto itſelf alone. 
Thy Jiney Hand, when it itſelf doth touch, 
That feeling tells it there was never ſuch:  - 
When in thy Glaſs thine Eye itſelf doth fee, 
- That thinks there's none like to itſelf can be; {Hh 
And every one doth judge itſelf Divine, 135 
Becauſe that thou do'ſt Challenge it for thine ; | 
And each itſelf, Narci ſſus-like doth ſmother, 

And loves itſelf, not like to any other; 

Fie, be not burn'd thus in thine own Deſire, 

"Tis needleſs Beauty ſhould itſelf admire; 40 
The Sun, by which all Creatures lightned be, - 
And ſeeth all, itſelf yet cannot lee ; 

And his own Brightneſs his own Foil is made, 

And is to us the Cauſe of his own Shade. 

When firſt thy Beauty by mine Eye was prov'd, 45 
It faw not then ſo much to be belov'd ; 

But when it came a perfect View to take, : 

Each look, of one doth many Beauties make: 

In little Circlets firſt it doth ariſe, 7 | 
Then ſomewhat larger ſeeming in mine Eyes; 50 
And in this circling Compaſs as it goes, Pet 
So more and more, the fame in Greatneſs grows, 


And 


England's Heroical Epiſiles. 71 


And as it yet at Liberty is ſet, 

The Motion {till doth other Forms beget ; 2 

Until at length, look any way I could, 
Nothing there was but Beauty to behold ; 

Art thou offended that thou art belov'd ? 

Remove the Cauſe, th' Effect is ſoon . remoy'd; _ 

Indent with Beauty how far to extend, 47 

Set down Deſire, a Limit where to end; 60 

Then charm thine Eyes, their Glances ſhall not wound, 

And teach the Senſe the Depth of Love to ſound : 

If thou do this, nay, then thou ſhalt do more, 

And bring to paſs what never was before ; 

. Make Anguiſh 8 craving all Delight, 65 

Mirth ſolemn, ſullen, and inclin'd to Night; 

Ambition lowly, Envy ſpeaking well, 

Love, his Relief of Nigardize to ſell; 

Our War-like Father did theſe Forts deviſe, 

As ſureſt Holds againſt our Enemies, 70 

The ſafeſt Places for our Sex to reſt, 

Fear ſoon is ſettled in a Woman's Breaſt. 

Thy Breaſt is of another Temper far, 

And than thy Caſtle fitter for the War; 

Thou do'ſt not ſafely in thy Caſtle reſt 75 
Thy Gaſtel ſhould be ſafer in thy Breaſt. 

That keeps out Foes, but doth thy Friends incleſe, 

But thy Breaſt keeps out both thy Friends and Foes 

That may be batter'd, or be undermin'd, X 

Or by ſtrait Siege, for want of Succour pin'd; _ 80 

But thy Heart is invincible. to all 

And more defenſive then thy Caſtle Wall ; 

Of all the Shapes, that ever Fove did prove, 

| Wherewith he uſed to entertain his Love; 


1 


z 


That 
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That likes me beſt, when in a golden Shower, 85 

He rain'd himſelf on Danae in her Tower; | 

Nor did I ever envy his Command, 

In that he bears the Thunder in his Hand ; 

But in that ſhow'ry Shape I cannot be, 

And as he came to her, I come to thee; Us) 

Thy Tower with Foes, is not begirt about, 

If thou within, they are befieg'd without; 

One Hair of thine, more Vigour doth retain, _ 

To bind thy Foe, than with an Iron Chain: 

Who might be giv'n in ſuch a golden String, 985 

Would not be Captive, tho? he were a King; 

Had'ſt thou all India heap'd up in thy Fort, 

And thou thy ſelf befteged in that Sort. 

Set thou but out, where they can thee eſpy, 

They'll follow thee, and let the Treaſure Iv. 

I cannot think what Force thy Tower ſhould win, 

If thou thy ſelf do'ſt guard the fame within; 

Thine Eyes retains Artillery at Will, 

To kill whoever thou deſireſt to kill; 

For that alone more deeply wounds their Hearts, 105 

Then they can thee, tho' with a thouſand Darts; 

For there entrenched little Capid lies, 

And from thoſe Turrets all the World defies: 

And when thou let'ſt down that tranſparent Lid, 

Of Entrance, there an Army doth forbid. 110 
And 


Ver. ro. ¶ And when thou let iſt down that tranſparent Li 4] 


Not that the Lid is tranſparent, for no Part of the Skin 
A tranſparent, but for the Gem, which at that Cloſure is 
4 ſaid 


England's Heroical Epiſtles.” 73 
And as for Famine, thou needs never feat, f RE 
Who thinks of Want when thou arc preſent | there? 
Thy Sight alone 1 Spirit unto the Blood, 


FE 


And comforts Life, tho? never taſting F ood... 

And as thy Soldiers keep their Watch and wa,; 0 

So Chaſtity thy inward Breaſt doth guard; 

Thy modeſt Pulſe ſerves as a Larum Bell, 

Which watched by a wakeful Sentinel, 

Is ſtirring ſtill with every little Fear, | we 

Warning, if any Enemy be near. 10 

Thy vertuous Thoug hts, when all the een AY 

Like careful Scouts pas up and down thy Breaſt, 

And ſtill they round about that Place do keep, : 
Whilſt all the blefſed Garriſon do ſleep: * _ _ 

But yet I fear, if that the Truth were told, 125 

That thou haſt robb'd, and fly'ſt unto this Hold: 

] thought as much, and didſt this Fort deviſe, 

That thou in Safety here might'ſt tyranniſe. 

Yes, thou haſt robb'd the Heaven and Earth of alt.” | 

And they againſt thy lawleſs Theft do call; 1 30 

Thine Eyes with mine, that wage continual Wars, 

Borrow bois 9 of _ ewinkling Stars; 


Thy 


— 


ſaid to contain, is tindiſrhirent ; ; for, otherwiſe, how could 
the Mind underſtand by the Eye? Should not the 
Images ſlide thro' the ſame, and repleniſh the Stage of 
the Phantaſy > But this belongs to Opticks, The Latias 
call the Eye-lid cilium, I will not fay of celando, as the 
Eye-brow, ſupercilium, and. the Hair on the Eye-lids, | 
palpebra, perhaps, quod palpitit; all which have their 

diſtin& and neceflary Ules, 
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Thy Breath, for which mine ſtill in Sighs conſumes, 
Hath robb'd ſweet Flowers, rich Odours and Perfumes : 


Thy Cheek, for which mine all this Penance: proves, 135 


Steals the pure Whiteneſs both from Swans and Doves. 
Thy Lips from mine, that in thy Mask be pent, 
Have filch'd the Bluſhing from the Orient; 

O mighty Love! bring hither all thy Power, 

And fetch this heavenly Thief out of her Tower; 140 
For if ſhe may be ſuffered in this Sort, 81 
Heaven's Store will ſoon be hoarded in this Fort. 
When I arriv'd, before that State of Love, 

And faw.thee on the Battlement above, 
I thought there was no other Heaven but there, 14% 
And thou an Angel didſt from thence appear. | 
But when my Reaſon did reprove mine Eye, 

That thou wert ſubject to Mortality, 

I then excus'd what the Score before had done, 

No Marvel that he would the Fort have won; 150 
Perceiving well thoſe envious Walls did hide 
More Wealth than was in all the World beſide; 
Againſt thy Foe, I came to lend thee Aid, 
And thus to thee myſelf, myſelf betray'd ; 

He is befieg'd, the Siege that came to raiſe, 
There's no Aſſault that not my Breaſt affays ; 
Love grown extream, doth find unlawful Shifts, 
The Gods take Shapes, and do alure with Gifts; 
Commanding Fove, that by great Stix doth ſwear, 
Forſworn in Love, with Lovers Oaths doth bear; 160 
Love cauſeleſs ſtill, doth aggravate his Cauſe, 

It is hi; Law to violate all Laws; 

His Reaſon is in only wanting Reaſon, 

And were untrue, not deeply touch'd with Treaſon D * 


155 
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'Th'unlawful Means, doch make his lawful Gain, 165 


He ſpeaks moſt true, when he the moſt doth fain ; 
Pardon the Faults that have eſcap'd by me, 

Againſt fair Virtue, Chaſtity, and thee ; 

If Gods can their own Excellence excel, 1 
It is in pardoning Mortals that rebel. 170 
When all thy Trials are enroll'd by Fame, 
And all thy Sex made glorious by thy Name, 

Then I a Captive ſhall be brought hereby, 

To adorn the Triumph of thy Chaſtity ; 

I ſue not now thy Paramore to be, 175 
But as a Husband to be link'd to thee. 


I am Exgland's Heir, I thin 


k thou wilt confeſs, 


Wert thou a Prince, I hope I am no leſs ;- 1 
But that thy Birth doth make thy Stock divine, 
Elſe durit I boaſt, my Blood as good as thine; 180 
Diſdain me not, nor take my Love in ſcorn, 

Whoſe Brow a Crown hereafter may adorn ; 


But what I am, I call mine own no more, $f 4? 
Take what thou wilt, and what thou wilt reſtore; | 


Only I crave, whate'er I did intend, | 183 
In faithful Love, now happily may end. | 
Farewel, ſweet Lady, ſo well may'ſt thou fare, 

To equal Joy with Meaſure of my Care ; 

Thy Virtue's more then mortal Tongue can tell, 

A thouſand, thouſand Times, farewel, tarewel. 199. 
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Counteſs of SALISBURY, 
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75 TO THE 55 


S one would t, yet gladly would deny, 
Teirt Hope and Fear, dabbef ully reply, 

A Woman's Weakneſs, leſt I ſhould diſcover, 
Anſwering a Prince, and writing to a Lover; 
And ſome ſay, Love with Reaſon doth diſpence, 5 
And wreſts our plain Words to another Senſe: | 
Think you not then, poor Woman had not need 
Be well advis'd to write, what Men ſhould read, 
When being filent, moving but awr 


7. 


Gives Cauſe of Scandal and of Obloquy 4 19 
Whilſt in our Hearts, our ſecret Thoughts abide, 
Th'invenom'd Tongue of Slander yet is ty'd ; 
But if once ſpoke, deliver'd up to Fame, 
Her's the Report, but ours returns the Shame. 

About 


— 


BLACK PRINCE. 
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About to write, yet newly ent'ring in, 15 
Methinks I end,  e're I can well begin; 

When I would end, then ſomething makes me ſtay, 
And then methinks I ſhould have more to lay 3 

And ſome one Thing remaineth in my Brealt, 

For want of Words chat cannot be expreſs'd ; 20 
What I would fay, as faid to thee 1 fain, 

Then in thy Perſon I reply again; 

Then in thy Cauſe, urge all I can object, 

Then what again mine Honour muſt reſpect. 

O Lord! what ſundry Paſſions do I try? 25 
Striving to hate, you forcing contrary ; 

Being a Prince, I blame you not to prove 

The greater Reaſon to obtain your Love. 

That Greatneſs which doth challenge no Denial, 

The only Reſt that doth allow my Trial : 30 
Edward ſo great, the greater were his Fall, 
And my Offence in this were capital. 

To Men is granted Privilege to tempt, 

But in that Charter Women be exempt : 
Men win us not, except we give Conſent, 35 
Againſt ourſelves, except ourſelves are bent. | 
W ho doth impute it is a Fault to you ? 

You prove not falſe, except we be untrue ; 

It is your Virtue, being Men, to try, 

And it is ours, by Virtue to deny. 40 
Your Fault itſelf, ſerves for the Fault's Excuſe, | 
And makes it ours, tho* your's be the Abuſe. 

Beauty a Beggar, fy, it is too bad, 

When in Far Suffictency is had; 


Not made a Lure t'entice the wand'ring Eye, 45 
But an Attire t'adorn ſweet Modeſty ; | 


E 3 If 
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If Modeſty and Women once do ſever, 

We then may bid farewel to Fame for ever: 

Let Fobn and Henry, Edward's Inſtance be, 

Matilda and fair Roſamond for me: 50 

A like both woo'd, a like ſu'd to be won, 

Th'one by the Father, th'other by the Son; 

Henry obtaining, did our Weakneſs wound, 

And lays the Fault on wanton 1 5. 

Matilda chaſte, in Life and Death all one, 55 
By her Denial lays the Fault on obs; 

By theſe we prove, Men acceſſary ſtill, * 

But Women only Principals of Ill: 

W hat Praiſe is ours, but what our Virtues get? 

u dt our own Honour's Virtue doth defend, 

All Force too wear, what ever Men pretend; 

If all the World elſe ſhould woorn our Fame, 

Tis we ourſelves that overthrow the ſame, 

Yet on our Weakneſs ſtill returns the Sin. 

A virtuous Prince who doth not Edward call? 

And ſhall I then be guilty of your Fall? 

Now God forbid ; yet rather let me die, 

Than ſuch a Sin upon my Soul ſhould lie. 70 

Where is great Edward? Whither is he led? 

At whoſe victorious Name whole Armies fled. 

Is that brave Spirit that conquer'd ſo in France, 

Thus overcome and vanquiſh'd with a Glance? 

Is that great Heart that did aſpire ſo high, 78 

So ſoon tranſperſed with a Woman's Eye? 

He that a King at Pontbieu Battle took, 

Himſelf led Captive with a wanton Look? 


And howſoeer, altho' by Force you win, 6 


If they be lent, ſo much we be in Debt, 60 
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Twice as a Bride to Church I. have been led. 

Twice have two Lords enjoy d my Bridal Bed; 80 

How can that Beauty yet be undeſtroy d,. 

That Years have waſted, and two Men enjoy d; 

Or ſhould be thought fit for a Prince's Store, 

Of which two Subjects were pofſeſs'd before? 

Let Spain, let France, or Scotland ſo prefer, 85 

Their Infant Queens for England's Dowager ; 

That Blood ſhould be much more than half Divine, 

That ſhould be equal every way with thine : 

Yet princely Edward, tho; thus reprove you, 

As mine own Life, ſo dearly do I love you, 90 

My noble Husband, which ſo loved ou, & 

That gentle Lord, that reverend Montagne; 

Ne'er Mother's Voice did pleaſe her Babe ſo well, 

As his did mine, of you to hear him tell 

I have made ſhort the Hours that Time made long, gg 

And chain'd mine Ears unto his pleafing Tongue 

My Lips have waited on your Praiſes Worth, /; 

And fhatch'd his Words ere he could get them forth: 

When he had ſpoke, and ſomething by the wy 

Hath * 10% 
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Ver. 79. [Twice as a Bride T have to Church been 141 


The two Husbands of which ſhe makes mention, ob- 
jecting Bigamy againſt herſelf, as being therefore not 
meet to be married with a Batchelor-Prince, were Sir 
Thomas Holland, Knight; and Sir William Montague, 
afterwards made Earl of Salisbury. TA 
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1 Kept in Mind, where from hi Tale he fell, 

Calling on him the Reſidue to tell; 

Oft he would ſay, how ſweet a Prince is he! 

When | have prais'd him but for praiſing thee; 

And, to proceed, I would intreat and woo, 105 

And yet to eaſe him, help to praiſe thee too: 

Muſt the be forc'd rexclaim th'injurious Wrong 

Offer'd by him, whom ſhe hath lov'd fo long? 

Nay, I will tell, and I durſt almoſt ſwear, 

Edward will bluſh when he his Fault ſhall hear. 110 

Judge now that Time doth Youths Deſire aſſuage, 

And Reaſon mildly quench the Fire of Rage: 

By upright Juſtice let my Cauſe be try'd, 

And be mee if I not juſtly chide. | 

That not my Father's grave and reyerend Years, 115 

When on his Knee he beg'd me with his Tears, 

By no Perſuaſions poſſibly could win. 

Jo free himſelf as guiltleſs of my Sin. 

The Woe for me my Mother did abide,  _. 

W hoſe Suit, but you, there's none could have n 20 
F 5 | Jour 
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Ver.115 [That not my Father's grave and reverend Tire. 


'A Thing incredible, that any Prince ſhould be lo un- 
juſt to uſe the Father's Means for the Corruption of the 


Davghter's Chaſtity, tho' ſo the Hiſtory importeth, her 


Father being ſo honourable, and a Man of fo fingular 
Diſert, tho? Polidore would have her thought to be Fane, 


Daughter to Edmond Earl of Kent, Uncle to Edward III. 
beheaded in the Protectorſnip of Mortimer, that dangerous 
Aſpirer. | + 
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Your luſtful Rage, your Tyranny could ſtay, 

Mine Honour's Ruin further to delay; | 

Have I not lov'd you? Let the Truth be ſhown, 

That {till 8 your Honour. with my own. 

| Had your fond Will your foul Deſires | 126 

5 When you by them my Chaſtity affail'd ; | 

Tho? this no way could have excus'd my Fault, 

True Virtue never yielded to affault: 

Yet what a Thing were this it ſhould be faid, 

My Parent's Sin ſhould to your Charge be laid; 130 
And 1 have Fan's my Liberty with Shame, 

To fave my Life, made Shipwrack of my Name, 

Did Roxhorough once vail her tow'ring Fane 

Ta thy brave Enſign, on the Northern Plain? 

And to thy Trumpet ſounding from my Tent, 135 

Oſten reply'd, as to my Succour ſent, 


. And 


0 


Ver. 131. [And 1 have gain'd my Liberty with Shame] 


Roxborough is a Caſtle in the Nortb, miſ-termed by 
Bandello, Lan Caſtle, becauſe the King had given 
it to the Earl of Salisbury, in which her Lord being ab- 
ſent, the Counteſs by the Scots was beſieged, who, by 
the coming of the Eng/z/bþ Army were removed. Here 
firſt the Prince ſaw her, whoſe Liberty had been gained 
by her Shame, had ſhe been drawn by diſhoneſt Love to 
fatisfy his Appetite ; but by her moſt Praiſe-worthy - 
Conſtancy, ſhe converted that Humour in him to an hon- 
ourable Purpoſe, and obtained the true Reward of her 
admired Virtues, 4 
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And did receive thee as my Sovereign Liege, 

Coming to aid, thou ſhouldſt again beſiege, 

To raiſe a Fge, but for my Treaſure came, 

To plant a Foe, to take my honeſt Name; 140 
Under Pretence to have remov'd the Scor, 7 
And would'ſt have won more than he could have got; 
That did ingirt me, ready ſtil! to fly, | 

But thou lay'dſt Battery to my Chafliey 

O Modeſty, didſt thou me not reſtrain, 145 
How could I chide you in this angry Vein! 

A Prince's Name, ven knows, | do not crave, 

To have thofe Honours Edward's Spouſe ſhall have; 
Nor by ambitious Lures will } be brought, | 
In my chaſte Breaft to harbour ſuch a Thought, 150 
As to be worthy to be made a Bride, 
An Empreſs plac'd by mighty Edward's Side; 

Of all, the moſt unworthy of that Grace, 

To wait on her that ſhould enjoy that Place; 

But if that Love, Prince Edward doth require, 155 
Equal his Vircues, and my chaſte Deſire: 

Tf it be ſuch as we may juſtly vaunt, 

A Prince may ſue for, and a Lady grant; 

It it be ſuch as may — my Wrong, we 
That from your vain unbridled Youth hath ſprung ; 160 
That Faith 1 fend, that I from you receive, 
The reſt unto thy princely Thoughts 1 leave. 162 


— 
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Ver. 162. [The reſt unto thy, princely Thoughts I leave, 1 
Leſt any thing be left out which were worth the Rela- 


Non, it ſhall not be impertinent to annex the * 
4 a rt 
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that are uttered, concerning her, whoſe Name is ſaid to 
have been lips, but that being rejected as a Name un- 
known _—_— us, Froiſard is rather believed, who calleth 
her Alice. Polidore, contrarywiſe, as before is declared, 
names her Fane, who by Prince Edward had Iſſue, Ed- 
ward dying young, and Richard II. King of England, 
tho! (as he faith) ſhe was divorced afterwards, becauſe, 
within the Degrees of Conſanguinity prohibiting to 
marry: The Truth whereof I omit to diſcuſs. Her 
Husband, the Lord Montague, being ſent over into Flan- 
ders by King Edward, was taken Priſoner by the French, 
and not returning, left his Counteſs a Widow, in whoſe 
Bed ſucceeded Prince Edward, to whoſe laſt and lawful 
Requeſt, the rejoiceful Lady ſends this loving Anſwer. 
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RICHARD Il 


RICHARD II. 
Queen 7 SABEL 


- 
* * 
5 
- 
: 
6&4 
* &, 
a 
— 
2 
1 
* 
Ss - 
„ 
* 
+" id 
F - 
1 ** 

* 
* A 
wr 
. - 

5 } 
1 , 
F # * 
= 
Sue»: 4 
2 a 
ow 
9 1 8 
yy r * 
« * * 
*. * 


— —— —— ͥ HU—é— 2 —2—E 


To THe *e 
RIGHT HONOURABLE, | 


AND 9 4 


My very good. Leno, 


EDWARD, 
Earl of BEDFORD. 


HRIC Z noble and . my gracious Lord, 

the Love I have ever born 10 the iluftrious | 

Houſe FA Bedford, and to the honourable Family 
of the Harringtons, 10 which by Marriage your 
Lordſhip is bappily united, hath long ſince de- 
voted my irue and zealous Aﬀeftion 10 your bo- 
E Service, and my Poems to the Protet- 
tion" of my noble Lady, your Counteſs ; to whoſe 


Service 


88 England's Heroical' Epiſtles. 


Service 1 was firſt bequeathed, by that learned 
and accompliſhed Genileman, Sir Henry Goodere, 
ug; Jong ſince _deceasd,- whoſe I was, whilſt he 
was, whoſe Patience pleaſed to bear with the 
Imperſections of my beedleſs and unſtayd Youth. 
That excellent and matchleſs Gentleman, was the 
firſt Cheriſber of my Muſe, which bad been, by 
his Death, left a poor Orphan to the World, bad 
be not before bequeathed it to that Lady twhom 
he Jo dearly loved. Vouchſafe, then, my dear 
Lord, to accept this Epiſtle, which I dedicate as 
zealouſly, as, I bope, you will patroniſe willingly, 
until ſome more acceptable Service may be Witneſs 


of my Love to your Honour. 
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The ARGUMENT. y 


| Qaeen Iſabel, the Daughter of Charles King of France. 
' Being the ſecond Wik of Richard II. be Son of Edward) © 
the Black Prince, the eldeſt Son of King Edward III. | 
after the ſaid Richard ber Husband was . from 
bis Crown and Dignity, by Henry Duke of Here ford. 
the eldeſt Son of John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaſter, 
the fourth Son of Edward III. This Lady being then, 
very young, was ſent back into France without Dowre, © _ 
at which Time the ' depoſed King ber Husband wa. 
ſent from the Tower of London, as a Priſoner, unto | - 
Pomfret Caſtle. Whither this poor Lady, bewailing: | 
* Husband's Mi ortunes, writeth this Epiſtle from 
France. | | 22 


44 


8 doth the yearly Augure of the Spring, 
A In depth of Woe, thus I my Sorrow fing; 


ords tun'd with Sighs, Tears falling oft among, 
A doleful Burthen to a heavy Song : Words 
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Words ifſue forth, to find my Grief ſome way, 5 
Tears overtake them, and do bid them ſtay 5 
Thus whilſt one ſtrives to keep the other back, 
Both once too forward; now are both too ſlack. 
If fatal Pomfret hath.in former Time, e 
Nouriſh'd the Grief of that unnatural Clime,, 10 
'Thither I ſend my Sorrows to be fed; © 
Where the firſt-born, there fitteſt to be bred: * 4 
They unto France be Aliens and unknown; 1 
England from her doth 2 theſe her own. - 
rom the North, 15 


28 
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ven g [If fatal Pomfrot bath in former Time] 


v 

'  Pomfret Caſtle, ever a fatal Place to the Prinees of ] 
Exgland, and moſt ominous to the Blood of Planta- . 
faet. — 41 4 a. | AE | FOO | : aha I 
| . 


Ver. 21. [Ob, bow even yet I hate theſe wretched Eyes, 
| e 
When Ba/linghrooke teturned to London from the 
Wes, bringing Libor d a Priſoner with him, the een, 
A 70 oe 1h "who 
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Prepar'd for Ricbard that unawares did loox 
Upon that Traytor Henry Byllingbrooke. . 
But that Exceſs of Joy my Senſe bereav'd, - _ 
So much, my Sight had never been deceiy'd. 


Ob, how unlike to my lov'd Lord was he, 


Whom raſhly I, ſweet Ricbard, took for thee! 
I might have ſeen the Courler's ſelf did lack, | 
That. princely Rider ſhould beſtride his Back 30 


He that, ſince Nature her great Work began, | 


he made to be the Mirroux of a Mann. 

hat when ſhe meant to form ſome matchleſs Limb, 
Still for a Pattern, took ſome. part of him 
And jealous of her Cunning, break the Mould, 38 
In his Proportion done the beſt ſhe could, 
Oh, let that Day be guilty of all Sin, 
That is to come, or heretofore hath ben, 
Wherein great Norfo/k's. forward Courſe was ſtaid, 
To prove the Tresſons he to Hereford laid, * 
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who little knew of her Husband's hard Succeſs, ftaid to 
dehold his coming in, little thinking to have ſeen her 
Husband thus led in Triumph by his Foe, and now 
ſeeming to hate her Eyes, that ſo much had graced her 
mortal Enemy. = | 


Ver. 39.[ Mberein greatN orfolk's forwardC curſe wasſtaid J a 


She remembreth the meeting of the two Dukes of 
Hereford and Norfolk at Coventry, urging the Juſtneſs 
Mow bray's Quarrel againſt the Duke 5 Hereford, and 
the faithful Aſſurance of his Victory. 
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When, with ſtern Fury, both theſe Dukes enrag'd, 

Their Warlike Gloves at Coventry engag'd ; 

When firſt thou didſt repeal thy former Grant, 

Seal'd to brave Mowbray, as thy Combatant: 

From his unnambred Hours let Time divide it, 45 

Leſt in his Minutes he ſhould hap to hide it; 

Vet on his Brow continually to bear it, 

That when it comes, all other Hours may fear it, 

And all ill-boding Planets, by Conſent, 

In it may hold their dreadful Parliament. 50 

Be it in Heiven's Decrees enralled thus, | 

Black, diſmal, fatal, inauſpitious : | 

Proud Hereford then, in Height of all his Pride, 

Under great Mowbray's valiant Hand had died; 

Nor ſhould not thus from Baniſhment retire, 83 

'The fatal Brand to ſet our Troy on Fire. 

O, why did Charles relieve his needy State? * 

A Vagabond and firagling Runagate 5 

And in his Court, with Grace did entertain | 

That vagrant Exile, that vile bloody Cain; 60 
| Who 


F 
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Ver. 57. [O why did Charles relieve bis needy State ? 
H Vagabond, Ke. * ; 


Charles the French King her Father, received the 
Duke of Hereford in his Court, and relieved him in 


France, being ſo nearly allied, as Couſin-german to King 


Richard his Son-in-Law, which he did ſimply, little 
thinking that he ſhould after return into Exgland, and 
diſpoſſeis King Ricbard of the Crown. 
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Who with a thouſand Mother's Curſes went, 
Mark'd with the Brand of ten Years Baniſhment. 
When thou to Jre/and took'ſt thy laſt Farewel, 
Millions of Knees upon the Pavements fell,,, _. 
And ev'ry where the applauding Echoes ring, ' 6s, 
The 5477 Shouts that did ſalute a King.  _ 
Thy parting hence the Pomp that did adorn, 

Was vaniſh'd quite when as thou didſt return. 

Who to my Lord one Look vouchſaf'd to lend? 

Then all too few on Hereford to attend. 70 
Princes, like Suns, be evermore in Sight, 

All ſee the Clouds betwixt them and their Light: 

Vet they which lighten all beneath their Skies, 

See not the Clouds offending others Eyes, 

And deem their Noon: tide is deſir'd of all, 75 
When all expect clear Changes by their Fall. 

What Colour ſeems to ſhadow Hereford's Claim, 
When Law and Right his Father's Hope do maim? 
Affirm'd by Church-men, which ſhould bear no Hate, 
That Fobn of Gaunt was illegitimate ; | * 


Ver. 63. [When thou to Ireland took? rby Joſt Faræwel.] 
Ang Richard made 2 with his Army into 
Ireland, againſt One] and Mackemur, who rebelled : 


At which Time, Henry enter'd here at Home, and robb'd 
him of all Kingly Dignity. 2805 wn bh 

Ver. 79. [ 4firm'd by Church-men, which ſhould bear no 

That John of Gaunt was illegitimate ; (Hate 

Williom Wickham, in the great Quarrel betwixt 

Fobn of Gaunt and the Clergy, of meer Spight and 

Malice * 
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Whom this reputed Mothet's Tongue did ſpot, 

By a baſe Hemiſb Boor to be begot; 

Whom Edward's Eaglets mortally did ſhun, 

Daring with'them to gaze againſt the Sun : g 

Where lawful Right and Conqueſt doth allow 85 

A tripple Crown on Richard's princely Brow; 

Three Kingly Lions bear his bloody Field, 

No Baſtard's Mark doth blot his conqu'ring Shield: 

Never durſt he attempt our hapleſs Shore, 

Nor ſet his Foot on fatal Ravenſpore; 0 

Nor durſt his ſlugging Hulks approach the Strand, 

Nor ſtoop a Top as Signal to the Land, ; 

Had not the Piercies promis'd Aid to bring, 

Againſt their Oath unto their lawful King; 
pitch Againſt 
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Malice (as it ſhould ſeem) reported, that the Queen con- 
feſſed to him on her Death-bed, being then her Con- 
feſſor, that Fobn of Gaunt was the Son of a Flemming, 
and that ſhe was brought to-bed of a Woman-Child at 
Gaunt, which was ſmothered in the Cradle by Mil- 
chance, and that ſhe obtain'd this Child of a poor Woman, 
making the King believe it was her own, greatly ſear- 
ing his Diſpleaſure. Fox. ex Chron. Alban. 


Ver. 88. [No Baſtard's Mark doth Blot bis conquiring 
Sbield.] | | oy mm 

' - Shewing'the true and indubiate Birth of Richard, his 

Right to the Crown of England, as carrying the Arms 

without Blot of Difference, 
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Againſt their Faith unto our Crown's true Heir, 
Their valiant\Kinſman Edmund Morti mer. 
When I to Enptand came, a World of Eyes, 
Like Stars attended on my fair Ariſe, ' 
Which now, alas! like: angry Planets frown, -_ 
And are all ſet, before: my going down © ' © | 
The ſmooth-fac'd Air did, on my Coming, ſmile, 
But'I with Storms am driven to Exile: 
But Bullingbrooke devis'd we thus ſhould part, 
Fearing two Sorrows ſhould: poſſeſs one Heart, 
To add to our Affliction, to denn 
That one Comfort, left our Miſery. 
He had before di vorcd thy Crown and thee, 
Which might ſuffice, and not to Widow me; 
But ſo to prove the utmoſt of his Hate, 
To part us in this miſerable State. r 
Oh, would Aumer! had ſunk, when he betray d 
The Plot, which once the noble Abbot laid; _ 
Ver. 98. | Againſt their Faith unto the Crown's bre He 
2 de daten Kinſman, &.] ran 
Edmund Mortimer, Earl of Marcb, Son of Earl Roger 
Mortimer, which was Son to Lady Philip, Daughter to 
Lionel, Duke of Clarence, third Son to King | Ed- 
ward III; which Edmund (King Richard going into 
| Jreland) was proclaimed Heir Apparent to the Crown; 
whoſe Aunt, called EJ:zor, this Lord Pzercy had married. 


Ver. 111. [Ob, would Aumerl bad ſunk when'be betray'd 
The Plot, which once the noble Abbot 704) 


The Abbot of Meſtminſter had plotted the Death of 
King Henry, to have been done at a Tilt at Oxford + 
Of 
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When he infring'd the Oath which he firſt took, 
For thy Revenge on perjur'd Bu/lingbrooke ; 
And been the Ranſom of our Friends dear Blood, 115 
Untimely loſt, and for the Earth too good, - 
And we untimely do bewail their State, 

They gone too ſoon, and we remain too late. 

And tho” with Tears I from my Lord depart, 

This Curſe on Hereford fall, to eaſe my Heart: 120 
If the foul Breach of a chaſte nuptial Bed, 

May bring a Curſe, my Curſe light on his Head: 

If Murther's Guilt with Blood may deeply ſtain, 
Green, Scroop and Buſby dye his Fault in grain: 

If Perjury may Heav'ns pure Gates debar, © 125 
Damn'd = the Oath he made at Doncaſter ; ; 


Of which Confederacy, there was Fobn Holland, Duke 
of Exeter ; Tbomas Holland, Duke of Surrey ; the Duke 
of Aumerl; Montacate,... Earl . of Salisbury ;.. Spencer, 
Earl of Glouceſter ; the Biſhop of Carliſle; Sir Thomas 
Blunt ; theſe all had bound themſelves one to another 
by Indenture to perform it, but were all betray'd by 
the Duke of Aamerl. 5 1 5 
Ver. 124. [ Scroop, Green and Buſhy, dye bi, Fault in grain] 
Henry going towards the Caſtle of Hint, where King 
Ricbard was, cauſed Scroop, Green and Buſhy to be 


executed at Briſtol, as vile Perſons, which had ſeduced 
the King to his laſcivious and wicked Lite. 


Ver. 126. [Damm d be the Oath he made at Doncaſter. }] 


After Henry's Exile, at his Return into England, he 
took his Oath at Doncaſter, upon the Sacrament, not to 
claim 


] 
© 
J 
1 
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If the depoſing of a lawful..King,, nn 

Thy Curſe, condemn, him, if ho other Thing 3 

If this disjdin'd, for. Vengeance cannot call. 

Let them united, ſtrongly curſe him all. 1308 

* for the Piercies, eav'n may bear my Prayer, 
hat Falling broałe, now plac'd in Ricbard's Chair, 

Such Cauſe of Woe to their proud Wives may be, 

As thoſe rebellious. Lords have been to me: 

And that coy Dame, which now controlleth- all, 13g 

And in her Pomp triumpheth in my Fall., 4 

For her great Lord may, water her fatl-Eyne-. 

With as.ſale Tears, as I have done for mine. 

And mourn for Henry Hotſpur, her dear Son, 

As I for my dear . have done; 146 

And as I am, fo ſuccourleſs be ſent, 

Laſtly, to taſte perpetual Baniſhment. 

Then loſe thy Care, when firſt thy Crown was loſt, 

Sell it ſo dearly, for it ws ad / 


And 


claim the Crown or Kingdom of England, but only the 
Dukedom of Lancaſter, his own proper Right, and the 
Right of his Wife. | 5 


Ver. 139. [ And mourn for Henry Hotſpur, ber dear Son, 
As I for my, &C. 


This was the brave couragious Henry Hotſpur, who 
obtained Yo many Vidtories againſt the Scors ; which, 
after falling out right with the Curſe of Queen T1/abe?, 
was ain by Heary at the Battle at Shrewsbury. 


nay 
— 2 
2 


And never yet was Sorrow void of Fear; 
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And ſince it did of Liberty deprive thee, © 246 
ry thy Hope, let nothing elſe out- live thee. 

ut hard; God knows, with Sorrow doth it go, 
When Woe becomes a Comforter to Woe: | 
Yet' much, methinks, of Comfort could I fay, 
If from my Heart ſome Fears were rid away; 150 
Something there is, that Danger ſtill doth ſhow, 
But what it is, that Heaven alone doth know : 
Grief to itſelf moſt dreadful doth appear, 


But yet in Death doth Sorrow hope the beſt, on} 
And Richard thus I wiſh thee happy Reſt, 156 


ap 2 nog - © 
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Queen ISAB EIL. 


H AT. can my Queen but hope for from this 


Hand. 37” 60 enen 
That it ſhould write, which never could command? 


A Kingdom's Greatneſs think how he ſhould ſway, 12 


That wholeſome Counſel never could obey: 


Ill this rude Hand did guide a Scepter then, 5 


Worſe now, I fear me, it will rule a Pen. 

How fhall I call myſelf, or by what Name, 

To make thee know from whence theſe Letrers came ? 
Not from thy Husband, for my hateful Lite 


Makes thee a Widow, being 5. rin f 


Nor from a King, that Title I have. loſt; 


Now of that Name, proud Bullingbroołke may boaſt 
What I have been, doth but this Comfort bring, 
No Words fo waful, as, I was a Kring. | 


2 | This - 
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This lawleſs Life, which firſt procur'd my Hate; 18 
This "Tongue, which then renounc'd my regal State; 
This abject Soul of mine conſenting to it;, 
This Hand, that was the Inſtrument to do it; 

All theſe be witneſs, that I now deny | 
All princely Types, all kingly Soveraignty. 20 
Didſt thou for my fake leave thy Father's Court, 

Thy famous Country, and thy princely Port, | 
And undertook'ſt to travel dang'rous Ways, | 
Driven by aukward Winds and boyſt'rous Seas ? 
And left'it great Boarbon, for thy Love to me, 26 
Who ſu'd in Marriage ro be link'd to thee, 


mdf BEAD. THE 4% £447) Wh, Mr rr es} 
Ver. 16. Tbi/ Tongue, which then renounc'd my regal State.] 


— vw... Attire re . ꝙ r Dm. et. 


Richard II. at the Reſignation of the Crown to the 
Duke of Herefdrd, in the Tower of London, defer 


= 
. 


ing the fame with his own Hand, there confefle 


19110 — * Dt 1 = 2.9 * #- toy 
Diſability to govern, utterly denouncing all kingly 


Authority. 


Ver. 25. [ Ard Jeft'ft great Bourbon, for thy Love to me.] 


. 


Lewis, Duke of Baur ben ſued to ha ve had her in Mar- 
riage; which it was thought he. would haye obtain d, if, 
this Motion had not fallen out in the mean time. The 
Duke of Bourbon ſued again to have received. her, 
her coming into France, after the Impriſonment of 
Ricbard; 15 Tr 


into \ . . in | 
t King . her Father, then craffed. 


Before the Princeſs Jabel was married to the King» 


him, as before, and gaye 
Duke of Orleans. 


er to Cbarles, Son to the. 
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Offering for Dower the Countries neighb'ring nigh, 


Of fruitful Almaite, and rich Burgundy 2? 
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Didſt thou all this, that Exgland fhobld recieve thee, 


To miſerable Banifhment to le ve thee? 

And in my Down- fall, and my Fortune's Wrack, 

Thus to thy Country to convey thee back ? 

When quiet Sleep, the heavy Heart's Relief, 
Hath reſted Sorrow, ſomewhat leſs'ned Grief, 

My paſſed Greatneſs into Mind I call, 

And think this while I dreamed of my Fall : 

With this Conceit my Sorrows, I beguile, 

That my fair Queen is but withdrawn a while, 

And my Attendants in ſome Chamber by, 

As in the Height of my Proſperity. 

Calling aloud, and asking who is there? 

The Echo anfw ring, tells me, Woe is there ;. 


And when mine Arms would gladly thee enfold, 


Lelip the Pillow, and the Place is cold: 
Which when my waking Eyes preciſely view, 
"Tis a true Token, that it is too true. | 
As many Minutes as in the Hours there be, 
So many Hours each Minute ſeems to me; 
Each Hour a Day, Morn, Noon-tide, and a Set, 
Each Day a Year, with Miſeries compleat ; 
A Winter, 'Spting-time, Summer, and à Fall, 
All Seaſons Varying, but ünfeaſoned all? 
In endleſs Woe my Thread of Life thus wears, 
In Minutes, Hours, Days, 
They praiſe the Summer, that enjoy the South; 
- Pomfret is cloſed in the North's cold Mouth : . 
There pleaſant Summer dwelleth all the Year, 
Froſt-ſtarved-Winter doth * here; 
3 . 


6nths, linp'ring Y ears. 


30 


35 


40 


45 


fo 


55 
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A place wherein Deſpair may fitly dwell, 

Sorrow beſt ſuiting with a cloudy Cell. 60 
When Hereford had his Judgment of Exile, 

Saw I "the People's Murmuring the while; 
Th'uncertain Commons touch'd with inward Care, 
As tho? his Sorrows mutually they bare: 

Fond Women, and ſcarce-ſpeaking Children mourn, 6 
Bewail his Parting, wiſhing his Return. | 
That I was forc'd t'abridge his baniſh'd. Years, 
When they bedew'd his Foot-ſteps with their Tears ; 
Yet by Example could not learn to know, 

To what his mel by their Love might grow: 70 
But Henry boaſts of our Atchievements done, 


Bearing the Trophies our great Fathers wan, 1 
. | | | n 


Ver. 61. [Wien Hereford bad bis Fudgment of Exile, 
When the Combate ſhould have been at Covertry, 


. betwixt Henry, Duke of Hereford, and Thomas, Duke 


of Norfolk, where Hereford was adjudged to Baniſhment 
for ten Years, the Commons exceedingly lamented ; 
ſo greatly was he ever favoured of the People. | 


Ver. 67. [Then being forc'd Vabridge bis baniſb d Years. ] 
When the Duke came to take his leave of the King, 


being then at Eltham, the King, to pleaſe the Com- 


mons, rather than for any Love he bare to Hereford, 
repealed four Years of his Baniſhment. 


Ver. qr. [But Henry boaſts of our Atchievements done.] 


Henry, the eldeſt Son of Fob», Duke of Lancaſter, 
at the firſt Earl of Derby, then created Duke of Here- 


ford; 
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And all the Story of our famous War, 

Muſt grace the Annals of great Lancaſter, _ 

Seven goodly Scions in their Spring did flouriſh, 75 

Which one ſelf Root brought forth, one Stock did nouriſh; 

Edward the top Branch of that golden Tree, 

Nature in him her utmoſt Power did ſee; 

Who from the Bud {till bloffomed fo fair, 

As all might judge what Fruit it meant to bare: 80 
F 4 | But 


— — 


2 


ford ; after the Death of Duke Fake! his Father, was 

Duke of Lancaſter and Hereford, Earl of Derby, Leiceſter, 
and Lincoln: And after he had obtained the Crown, was 
call'd by the Name of Bullingbrooke, which is a Town 
in Lincolnſbire; as uſeally all the Kings of England 
bear the Name of the Place where they were born. 


Ver. 75. [Seven goodly Scions in their Spring did flour 8.1 


Edward III. had ſeyen Sons; Edward, Prince of 
Wales, after called the Black Prince; William of Hat- 
Feld, the ſecond ; Lionel, Duke of Clarence, the third; 
Fobn of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaſter, the fourth ; Ed- 
mund of Langley, Duke of York, the fifth ; Thomas of 
Woodſtock, Duke of Gloucefter, the fixth ; William of 
Windſor, the ſeventh. 


Ver. 77. [Edward the top Branch of that polden Tree.] 
As diſabling Henry Bullingbrooke, being but Son of 


the fourth Brother; William and Lione being both 
before Fobn of Gaunt. 
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But J his Graft, of ev'ry Weed o'er-grown, 
And from our Kind, as Refuſe forth .am . thrown. 

We from our Grandfire ſtood in one Degree, 

But after Edward, Fobn the young'ſt of three. 

Night princely WaJes beget a Son ſo baſe, .& 
(That to Gaznt's Iſſue ſhould give Sovereign place) 
He that from France brought Fobn his Prifones home, 
As thoſe great Czſars did their Spoils to Rome, 

Whoſe Name, obtained by his fatal Hand, | 
He ever fearful to that conquer'd Land: 90 

is Fame encreaſing, purchas d in thoſe Wars, 

Can ſcarely now be bounded with the Stars; 

With him is Valour from the baſe World fled, 

Or here in me is it extinguiſhed ? 

Who for his Virtue, and his Conqueſt's Sake, 95 
Poſterity a Demy-god ſhall make; | 
And judge this vile and abjeR Spirit of mine, 
Could not proceed from Temper ſo divine. TY 


bl 0 
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per. 97. [He that from France brought John his Prifanee. 


ome, |. | 
Eduard the Black Prince taking Fob», King of 
France, Priſoner at the Battle of Poz#zers, brought 
him into Eng{azd ; where, at the Savoy, be died. 
Ver. 89. [Whoſe Name obtain'd by his fatal Hand,] | 
Called the Black Prince, not ſo much of his Com- 
plexion, as of the famous Battles he fought ; as is 


ſhewed before, in the Gloſs pon the Epiſtle of £&- 
ward to the Counteſs of Salisbury. | 
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What earthly Humour, or what vulgar Eye 2 

Can look ſo low, as on our Miſery 7x) 00 

When Bullingbrooke is mounted to our Throne, 

And makes that his, which we but calPd our own : 

Into our Counſels he himſelf intrudes, 

And who but Henry with the Multitude? 

His Power degrades, his dreadful Frown diſgraceth, 185 

He throws them down, whom our Advancement pliceth 5 

As my diſable and unworthy Hand | _ 

Never had Power, belonging to Command. 

He treads our facred Tables in the Duſt, of 

And proves our Acts of Parliament unjuſt; r10 

As tho” he hated that it ſhould' be faid, 

That ſuch a Law by Nicbard once was made; 

Whilſt 1 depteſt before his Greatneſs, lye 

Under the Weight of Hate and Infamy. 

My Back a Foot-ſtool Bullingbrooke to raiſe, 115 

My Looſeneſs mock'd, and hateful by his Praiſe, 

Out- live mine Honour, bury my Eftate, 

And leave myſelf nought but my People's Hate. 

Sweet een, P11 take all Counſel thou canſt give, 

So that thou bidſt me neither hope nor live; 120 
0 Succour 


— CW. 


Ver. 110. [And proves our As of Parliament unjuſt] 


In the next Parliament, after Rzcbard's Reſignation 
of the Crown, Henry cauſed to be annihilated all the 
Laws made in the Parliamant, called, The Wicked Par- 
liament, held in the 2oth Year of King Richard's 
Reign. 


6? VU 205 — — 
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Succour that comes, when 111 hath done his worſt, 

But ſharpens Grief to make us more accurſt. 

Comfort is now unpleaſing to mine Ear, 

Paſt Cure, paſt Care, my Bed become my Bier : 

Since now Misfortune humbleth us ſo long, 125 
Till Heaven be grown unmindful of our Wrong; 
Yet it forbid my Wrongs ſhould ever dye, b 
But ſtill remembred to Poſterity : 

And let the Crown be fatal that he wears, 
And ever wet with woful Mother's Tears. 130 
Thy Curſe on Pzercy, angry Heavens prevent, 

Who have not one Curſe left, on him unſpent, 

To ſcourge the World, now borrowing. of my Store, 
As rich of Woe, as Ia King am poor. 

Then ceaſe, dear Queen, my Sorrows to bewail, 135 
My Wound's too great for Pity now to heal; 


A, Age ſtealeth on, whilſt thou complaineft thus, 


My Grief is mortal and infectious : 
Yet better Fortunes thy fair Youth may try; 
That follows thee, which ſtill from me doth fly. 149 
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T O rang 
Sir John Swmerton,K.. 
| And ohe of the 


ALDERMEN. 


00 THE 


City of Lo N DO N. 


T Ortby Sir, ſo much I miſtruſt my own Ability, 
10 do the leaſt Right to your Virtues, that 
' Fond gladly wifh any thing that is truly mine 
were worthy to bear your Name, ſo much, 
reverend Sir, I eſteem you, and ſo ample In- 


tereſt 


Bid. have. 1 dedicated theſe Poems, with 
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tereſt have you in my Love To ſome honourable 


whom I rank you, may 1 eſcape Preſump- 
tin like not this Britain the worſe, the* after 
* fome former Impreſſions he be laſtly to Fae 2 

crated; in this, lite an honeſt Man would 
partly approve his own Worth, before he would 
preſume bis Friend's Patronage, with whom yon 
fall ever command my Service, and ba ve my 


* Wifhes, | wg 


. A. 4 


That love you truly, 


8 


Mien aAzl DRAY TON, 
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Queen Ne 


OWEN TUDOR. 


— n 13 
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The ARGUMENT. 


aue the Death of Henry V. Queen Katharine, Dowager 
of England and France, Daughter to Charles the 
rench King, beldin ber Efate with Henry ber Son 
then the Kerb of x Nee falleth in c with 
Owen Tudor, a Welchman, à brave and lens 
Gentleman of the Wardrobe to the young Kin 
yet fearing, if ber Love ſhould be diſcover 4 the J 
bility would croſs ber purpoſed Marriage; if ber 
princely Promiſe ſhould not aſſure his good "AE , the 
bigh and great Attempt mught, daunt the 
Rude: of this modeſt and Le 3 Youth ; . 
therefore writes to bim Fg following Epifte. 


Udge not a Prince's Worth impeach'd hereby, 
That Love thus triumphs over ny 3 3 
Nor think leſs Virtue in this Royal H 


That it intreats, tho! wonted to — 7 
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in tas Sord, tlic hambly How it woo,. 

wor mn hath beeh, thou woult'ft have kneel'd whe 
Nor wink. that this Submiſſion of my State 

Proceeds from Frailty, rather judge it Fate. FR 
| . neter more fit ſbr Park Nerf Shock, 

n when with Women nning at the Rock ; 10 

Never leſs Clouds did PP Glory dim, | 
'Than in a 5 $ Sha i he covered him: 
Te - — never mort bed, 
''Thafi wen a. 5 Ay Parts he play d. 
He was thy King, who ſu'd for Love tome, 13 
And ſhe his Queen, who ſues for Eove te the. 


When Henry was, my Love was en his, 
But by his Death, fr Gabe Nah is ; 


Ry Love is 2 to- -Owen,: him Henry give vethg 
v 


Love to Hes, in my Owen 20 
Blur 09 me, -whillt Wars did, inereaſe, N 
1 woo my. 80 in ſweet” Calms Peace; 
fo 0. force 24-40 ion, he did Conqueſt prove, 
gn Arguments, of ove. 
| Iricemp'd 


—— «s 2 > png 
_—__. 


Ver ar. 3 — n 47 yet i redſc 
: * -woo' ty Tudor, ## 5 C 2 . Kate, 


King claim to the Crown of France, firſt 
fought ae Le 10 Kale the French, and after, fought 


. to confirm what he got by Conqueſt t 
eat and 1 of Which Invaſion, * alluded. 49 T 
Fiction of 905 mele in Ovid; by the crafty Per- 
ſuaſion of Juno, requeſted Fove to come untô ber, 


unto her Requeſt, deſtroy' d het in a Tempeſt. 


320 was wont to comelunto his Wife Fer he yield- 
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Incamp'd at Melans, in Wars hot Alarms, 28 
Firſt ſaw I Henry, clad in princely Arms; 

At pleaſant W;ndfor, firſt theſe Eyes of mine, 

My Tudor judg'd, for Wit and Shape divine; 

Henry abroad, with Puiflance and with Force, 

Tudor at home, with Courtſhip and Diſcourte : 

He then, thou now, I hardty can judge whether 

Did like me beſt, Plantagenet, or tber; 

A March, a Meaſure, Battle, or a Dance, 

A courtly Rapier, or a conqu'ring Launce. | 
His princely Bed hath ſtrength'ned my Renown, 35 
And on my Temples ſet a double Crown; | 
Which glorious Wreath, as Henry's lawful Heir, 
Henry the Sixth upon his Brow doth bear. 


5 — | 
Ver. 25. [ Incamp'd at Melans, in Wars bot Alarms, 
| ut, Ge} "Ira pda 


Near unto Mrlant, upon the River of Seyne, wis'the 

appointed Place of Partey between the two Kings of 

France ; to which Place, Fabel, the 

of Jrauce, and the Duke of Pargeyne, brought the 

young Princeſs Katharine, where King . Hexry fiſt 
Her. | 


Ver. 36. LAnũ on my Temples fet a doable Crown 31 | 
Henry V. and Queen Katharzne, were taken as King 
and Queen of France; and during the Life of Chartes 
the French King, Henry was called King of England, 
and Heir of France ; and after the Death of Henry V. 


Henry VI. his Sod, then being very young, was crdWh'd 
at Faris, as true and Null King: England an 


France, 


Wife, Daughter, Mother, 
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At Troy in Cbampain he did firſt enjo | 

My bridal Rites, to Exgland brought fem Troy; 40 
In Exgland. now that Honour thou ſhalt have, 

W dich once in Cbampain famous Henry gave. 

I ſeek not Wealth, three Kingdoms in my Power, 

If thefe ſuffice not, where ſhall be my Dower ? 

Sad Diſcontent may ever follow her, 45 
Which doth baſe Pelf before true Love prefer ; : 
If Titles ſtill could our Affections tye, 

What is ſo great, but Majeſty muſthe buy ? 

As I ſeek thee, fo Kings do me deſire 


To what rey would, thou eagly may'ft aſpire: 59 


That ſacred Fire once warm'd my Heart before, 
The Fuel fit, the Flame is now the more; 

And mears to quench it, I in vain do prove, 
We may hide Treaſure, but not hide our Love: 


And fince it is thy Fortune thus to gain it, 55 


It were too late, nor will I now reſtrain it. 
Nor theſe great Titles e e bring, 
iſter to a King. Of 


Ver, 30. LA. Troy in Champain be did firſt enjoy] 


Trey in Champain was the Place where that victo- 
rious King Henry V, married the Princeſs Katharrne, in 
the Preſence of the chief Nobility of the Realms of 
England and France, +: 


1m EE OT 


Ver. 57. [Nor theſe great Titles vainly will I bring, 


| e, Daughter, Mother, &c. | 
Few Queens of England, or France, were ever more 


rincely allied than this Queen, as it hath been noted 
by Hiſtoriographers. 8 


2 
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Of Grandſire, Father, Husband, Son and Brother, 
More thou alone to me than all theſe other. 60 
Nor fear, my Tudor, that this Love of mine 

Should wrong the Gaunt-born, great Lancaſtrian Line, 
Or make the Exgliſe Blood, the Sun and 8 
Repine at e Bourbon, Manſon ; g 
Nor do I think there is ſuch different Ods, -. 6g 
They ſhould alone be numbered with che Gods : 


— 


Ver. 61. [Nor * my Tudor, that this Love —A mine, 
Should wrong the Gaunt-born, Kir | 


| 'N oting the Deſcent of Henry her Husband from vl, ; 
Duke of Lancaſter, the fourth Son of Edward III. 
which Duke Fob» was firnamed Gaunt, of the Cup of 
Gaunt in Flanders, where he was born. 


Ver. 63. 15 make the Engliſh Blood, rhe Sus ani Man, 


epine, Kc.) 


Aeg the Greatneſs of the _ Line, to Phabus 
and Phebe, fained N be the Children of Latona, whole 
heavenly Kind might ſcorn to be joined with any 
earthly Progeny : Fe withal, boaſting the Blood of 
France, as not inferior to theirs. And with this Alluſion 
followeth on the Hiſtory of the Strife betwixt Juno and 
the Race of Cadmus, whoſe Iſſue was afflicted by the 
Wrath of Heaven. The Children of Njobe ſlain, for 
which the woful Mother became a Rock, guſhing * 
continually a Fountain of Tears. 


— — _—_ _ A * 
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Of Caduis earthly Iſſue reck'ning us, 

And they from Four, Mars, Neprene, Zola: 

Of great 2 Off. ſpring only they, 

And we the Brats of woful Niobe. "0 
Our famous Grandfires, 'as their oben, beftrid 

That Horſe of Fame, "that God-degorten Steed; 

W hoſe bounding Hoof plow'd that Boer?dn Sp 

Where thoſe Tweet Maids of Memory doth fing. 

F claim' not all from Henry, but as well 75 
Jo be the Child of Charles and Jabel. 

Nor can I think from whence their Grief ſhould grow, 


When Jeb and /hanks's Iſſue were affy” 


"That by this Match they e ſo; 
And tothe Kings of Wales in 


E N 
Shewing the Greatnefs of r Blood TOM 
Four Rate and royal Con inify: _ 
And Wie,, as well as 7 1 5 boaſts | 8 
Of C amt lot, and all Her Pentecoſts To 


ve De Join and Longbanks⸗ s Wie ere aff'a,] 


Lewellin, or Leolin ap orwith, married Joan, 
Daughter to King Fobn, a m bezuttful Lady. 
Kythors #Mtm, that the was BEbbth. OY h 
Sri müfrieck Elfnbr, Dab glitter to Sb Mcnfort, 
Taff Bf Lefreſhbr, and 1 o Edge "Lohg)Baiks 
Both Which Mr wete Princes or Malts. 


Ver. By. 107 Cami ot, 201 al der Pettivepi, 
Yo b4ve Prectdeiice, Ne. 


2 che ancient Pitace of Kin In tr to Which 


Place, all the — of that famolis Order yearly - 
pair? 


*» = 
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To have Precedence in Pandragon's Race, 86 

At Arthur's Table challenging the Place. 

If by the often Conqueſt, of your Land, we” 
They boaſt the Spoils of their victorious Hand; 5 
If e our ancient Chronicles be true, 

They altogether are not free from you. 90 
When bloody Rafus ſought. your, Towos to ſack, 

Twice entring Wales, yet twice was beaten back; 

When famous Cambria . 8 in the Flood, 

Made by th' Efluſion of, ;the.Ee > Engl Blood, 


And oft return'd, with; g ictory, 95 
From Moreęſter, Ber,  Shrewsebury 5. 

Whoſe Power in ev'x 5 5 b Hab, 

As once expuls'd 5K n qut of, Wales. 


a | 


th. 


„ » 9 


- — 


ird at Percecat, aeconing.to 751. of, the Tab 
And moſt of the, f agus. homerhorn MA ights,. = 
that Country; 28 to this, et is, ci Þ I theig 
ancient Monuments... 


Ver. 91. [When bloody Ruf vs ſougt:your utter Sack} * 


Noting tha ill Succeſs hie William Rafi had in 
two Fon he made into ales 3 in which, a Number 
of his chief Nobility were ſlain. FS | 


Ver. 95. [fed oft -return'd with x glorious Viefony.] * 


Noting, the divers, Incuyſi 28. that the Melchnen 


de into England, in the, Iime of. Raus, obe, 
II, and Long /baxks. | * 
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Altho' my a made my Country's Peace, 

And at my Bridal former Broils did ceaſe; co 
More then his Power, had not his Perſon been, 

T had not come to England as a V.. Fr 
Nor took I Henry to ſupply my Want, 

Becauſe in France that Time my Choice was ſcant, 
When it had robb'd all Cbriſtendom of Men, 105 
And England's Flower remain'd amongſt us then, 
Glouceſter, whoſe Counſels, Neſtor- like, aſſiſt; 
Couragious Bedford, that great Martialift ; 

Clarence, for Virtue honour'd of his Foes ; 

And York, whoſe Fame yet daily greater grows; 110 
Warwick, the Pride of Nevil's haughty Race, 
Great Salisbury, fo fear'd in ev'ry Place: 

The valiant Pool, who each Atchievement dar's ; 

And Vere, ſo famous in the Tri Wars; 


Who, tho' myſelf ſo great a Princeſs born, # 115 


The beſt of theſe, my Equal need not ſcorn: 

But Henry's rare Perfections, and his Parts, | 

As conqu'ring Kingdoms, ſo he conquer'd Hearts. 

As chaſte was I to him, as Queen might be, 

But freed from him, my chaſte Love vow to thee; 1 2» 

Beauty doth fetch all Favour from thy Face, | 

All perfe& Courtſhip reſteth in thy Grace ; 

If thou Diſcourſe, thy Lips ſuch Accents break, 

The 3 of Love doth ſeem from thee to ſpeak. 

The Brits Language, which our Vowels wants, 125 

And jars ſo much upon harſh Conſonants, 

Comes with ſuch Grace from thy mellifluous Tongue, 

As the ſweet Muſick of a well-ſet Song, . 

And runs as ſmoothly from thoſe Lips of thine, 

As the pure Tſcas from the Florentine ; 130 
Leaving 


pa 
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Leaving ſuch ſeas'ned Sweetneſs in the Ear, 

The Voice, tho? paſt, the Sound abides ſtill there: 

As when in Niſus Tower Apollo lay, " 5:48, 

And on his golden Viol us'd to play; 

The ſenceleſs Stones were with ſuch Muſick drown'd, 
As many Years they did retain the Sound. 136 
Let not the Beams, that Greatneſs doth reflect, 
Amaze thy Hopes with timerous Reſpect ; 

Aſſure thee, Tudor, Majeſty can be Hs 

As kind in Love, as can the mean'ſt Degree, 140 
And the Embraces of a Queen as true | 
As theirs, which think them much advanc'd by you; 
When in our Greatneſs, our Affections crave | 
Thoſe ſecret Joys, that other Women have: 

So I, a Queen, am Soveraign in my Choice, 145 
Let others fawn upon the publick Voice | 
Or what, by this, can ever hap to thee, 

Light in Reſpect, to be belov'd of me? 

Let peeviſh Wordlings prate of Right and Wrong, 
Leave Plaints and Pleas, to whom they do belong, 156 
Let old Men ſpeak of Chances and Events, 

And Lawyers talk of Titles and Deſcents, 

Leave fond Reports to ſuch as Stories tell, 

And Covenants, to thoſe that buy and ſell : 

Love, my ſweet Tudor, that becomes thee beſt ; | 
And to our good Succeſs refer the reſt, 156 


OWEN 
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deere, 


OWEN TUDOR| 


„„ 
. Kar HA-R IN *. 


Hen Erſt mine Eyes beheld your 
WW And ind found e this, Fray A 


As in Exceſs of Q 15 d for MS 
Whether 1 ſaw "Jo 155 T law it rept, 48 | 
My pantin Heart doth. did wine Eyes proceed, 5 
My daz'led Eyes invite my, Tongs to: read s.... _ 
Which bid theis Direckion, dully, mißt le, 

My Lips, which ſhould have -{poke;, were. dumb, and 


kiſt it, 


d left the Par per:in, my tremb Band. Tx 
hen all m Senſes did uy: erenbling, . 
Ev'n as a Mother coming to her Child, 
Which from her Preſence hath been long exiÞd, 
. Kite Arms his tender Neck doth ſtrain, 
GW it, now clipping it again; 

And yet exceſſive | Jo deludes © 1 26 

As ſtill ſne doubts, it this be hers, or no. 


ely, Nawe, 
Letter 


. ²˙ ¹˙ EH wa et A 


For Chriſtian Rhodes, and our religious Truth, 23 


As Henry's Queen, the blu 
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At length awakened from this pleaſing Dream, 
When Paſſion ſomewhat left to be extream, 

My longing Eyes with their fair Object meet, 
Where ev'ry Letter's pleaſing, ev'ry Word is ſweet. 20 
It was not Henry's Conqueſt, nor his Court, 
That had the Power to win me by Report; 
Nor was his dreadful Terror-ſtriking Name, 
The Cauſe that I from Wales to England came; 


To great Atchievement firſt had won my Youth : 
This brave Adventure did my Valour prove, 
Before I &er knew what it was to love. 
Nor came I hither by ſome poor Event, 

But by th' eternal Deſtinies Conſent ; 30 
Whoſe uncompriſed Wiſdom did fore-ſee, ws; 
That you in Marriage ſhould be link'd to me, 


By our great Merlin was it not foretold, \ 
Amongſt his holy Propheſies enroll'd, | 
When firſt he did of Tudor*'s Name divine, 38 


That Kings and Queens ſhould follow in our Line; 
And that the Helm, the Tudor's ancient Creſt, 
Should with the golden Nower- de- Iuce be dreft ; 
As that the Leek, our Countries chief Renown, 
Should grow with Roſes in the Ezgliſb Crown. 40 
As Charles his Daughter, you the Lilly were, 
king Roſe you bear; 
G 


By 


Ver. 37. [And that the Helm, the Tudor's ancient C reſt,] 


et 
—_ 


— 


— 


The Arms of Tudor was three Helmets; whereof he 
ſpeaketb, as a Thing prophetically foretold of Merlis. 
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By France's Conqueſt, and by England's Oath, 
| You are the true-made Dowager of both; 
Both in your Crown, both in your Cheek together, 45 
oin Tetber's Love to yours, and yours to Tether, 
en caſt no future Doubts, nor fear no Hate, 
When it ſo long hath been fore - told by Fate; 
And by the all- diſpoſing Doom of Heav'n, 
Before our Births, we to one Bed were giv'n. £0 
No Pallas here, nor Juno is at all, 
When I to Venus yield the golden Ball; 
Nor when the Grecians Wonder I enjoy, 
None in Revenge to kindle Fire in Troy : 7 
And have not ſtrange Events divin'd to us, 55 
That in our Love we ſhould be proſperous? 
When in thy Preſence I was call'd to dance, 
In lofty Tricks, whilft I myſelf advance, 
And in a Turn, my Footing fail'd by hap, 
Was't not my Chance to light into your Lap? 60 
Who would not judge it Fortune's greateſt Grace, 
Since he muſt fall, to fall in ſuch a Place? 1 
His Birth from Heav'n, your Tudor not derives, 
Nor ſtands on Tip-toes in Superlatives, 4 
Altho' the envious Exgliſb do deviſe, 65 
A thouſand Jeſts of our Hyperbolies ; 
Nor 


Ver. 57. [When in thy Preſence I was callid to dance, 


Owen Tudor being a courtly and active Gentleman, 
commanded once to dance before the Queen, in a Turn, 
not being able to recover himſelf, fell into her Lap, 
as ſhe fat upon a little Stool, with many of her Ladies 
about her. | | . | 


. 

BR _ 
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Nor do I boaſt my God-made Gran 
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Nor do I claim that Plot by ancient Deeds, 
Where Phebus paſtures hre-breathing Steeds ; 
Fires Scars, 

Nor Gyants Trophies in the Titan's Wars; _ 
Nor fain my Birth, your princely Ears to pleaſe, 
* three Nights getting, as was Hercules; 

or do I forge my long Deſcent to run 
From aged Neptune, or the glorious Sun: 


And yet in Wales, with them that famous be, 755 


Our learned Bards do ſing my Pedigree; — 

And boaſt my Birth from great Cadwallader, 
From old Caer-Septon, in Mount Pallador; | 
t vans = : 8 2 d I 

Ver. 75. [And yet with them in Wales that famous be, 
Our learned Bards, &c.] 5 | 


Theſe Berdb, as they call them in the Britih Tongue, 


or as we more properly ſay, Bards, were their Poets, 
which kept the Records of Pedigrees and Deſcents, 


and ſung. in Odes and Meaſures to their Harps, after 
the old Manner of the | Lyrzck Poets. "9 


Ver. 7). [And boaſt my Birth from greot Cadwallader,} 


Cadwallader, the laſt King of the Britains, deſcended 
of the noble and ancient Race. of the Trojans; to 
whom an Angel appeared, commanding him to go to 
Rome to Pope Sergius, where he ended his Life. © 


Ver. 78. [From old Caer-Septon, in Mount Pallador 35 


Caer-Septon, now call'd Sbaftsbury, at whoſe Building, 
it was ſaid, an Eagle propheſied, or rather, one named 
| Aquila, 


1 
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And from Exeon' Line, the South-Wales King, 

By Theodor, the Tudor's Name do bring.  -- $0 

My Royal Mother's princely Stock began, 

From her great Grandam, fair Gwenel/:an.;. 

By true Deſcent from Leo/zne the Great 

As well from Nortb-Wales, as fair Pow/land's Seat: 
Tho? for our princely Genealogy, UW 

I do not ſtand to make Apology ;_ 


. 
„ 
o 


Fr EI 1 


* _ * 
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Aquila, of the Fame of that Place, and of the Recovery 
the Ile, by the Britains bringing back with them 
the Bones of Cadwallader ſrom Ramme. 


Ver. 59. [4rd from Eneon's Line, tbe South-Wales King, 
From Theodor, &c. | 


This Enron: was flain by the Rebels of Gwentland ; 
he was. a notable and worthy Gentleman, who in his 
Life did many notable Acts, and was Father to Theagor, 
or Tudor Maur, of whom deſcended! the Princes of 
Fontb-Males. 


Ver. 82. [From ber great Grandam, fair Guenellian ;] 


; Gwenellian, the Daughter of Rees 4 e ee ap 
Theedor, Prince of Soutb-Wales, married Edi vet I aughan, 
Anceſtor to Owen Tudor, | 


Ver. 83. [By true Deſcent from Leolin the Great. ] 


This is the Lowbelin, cal}'d Leolinus Magnus, Print: 
of North-Wales. | 


te 
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Yet who with Judgments true impartial Eyes, 

Shall look from whence our Name at firſt did riſe, 
Shall find, that Fortune is to us in Debt, TH 
And why not Tudor, as Plantagen? 


Nor that Term Croggen, Nick-name of Diſgrace, 


Ugd as a By-word now in ev'ry Place, 
Shall blot our Blood, or wrong a Wel/aman's Name, 
Which was at firſt begot with Eng/and's Shame. 


Our valiant Swords our Right did ftill maintain, 95 
Againſt that cruel, proud, uſurping Dane, 


- 
= 


Buckling beſides: in many dang'rous Fights N 
With Nor ways, Swet bens, and with Muſcovi tes a 


And kept our native Language now thus long, 
And to this Day yet IF our Tongue : 
3 | 


100 
When 


1 
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Ver.g1. [Nor that Term Croggen, Nick-name of Diſgrace,} 
In the Veyage that Henry II, made againſt the 
Melcbmen, as bis Soldiers paſſed 6s Ditch at Crog- 
en Caſtle, they were overthrown. by the Welcbmen: 

hich Word Croggen hath ſince been uſed to the 
Welchmen's Diſgrace, which was at firſt begun to 
their Honour,” 


Ver. 99. [Aud hept our native Language now this long.] 


The Melebnen be thoſe ancient Britains which, 
when the Pi#s, Danes and Saxons invaded here, were 
firſt driven into thoſe Parts; where they have Kept 
their Language ever ſince the firſt, without Commixioga 
with any other. | bas bs 


| 
| 
| 
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When they which now our Nation fain would tame, 
Subdu'd, have loſt their Country and their Name. 
Nor ever could the Saxons Swords provoke 

Our Britains Necks to bear their ſervile Yoke : 
Where Cambria's pleaſant Countries bounded be 105 
With ſwelling Severn, and the holy Dee ; 

And fince great Brutus firſt arriv'd, have ſtood, 

'The only Remnant of the Trojan Blood. 

To every Man is not alloted Chance, 

To boaſt with Henry, to have conquer'd France: 110 
Yet if my Fortunes be thus rais'd by thee, 

This may preſage a further Good to me; 

And our Saint David, in the Fritains Right, 

May join with George, the fainted Eng/z/b Knight; 
And old Caermerden, Merlin's famous Town, 275 
Not ſcorn'd by London, tho? of ſuch Renown. 

Ah, would to God, that Hour. my Hopes attend, 
Were, with my Wiſh, brought to defired End! 
Blame me not, Madam, tho? I thus defite, 

Many there be, that after you enquire : 130 
Till now your Beauty in Night's Boſom ſlept, 
What Eye Curſt ſtir, where awful Henry kept? 
Who durſt attempt to fail but near the Bay, 
Where that all-conqu'ring great Alcides lay? + 
l 4 OUT 


1 


Ver. 115. [And old Caermerden, Merlin's famous Town.) 


Caer-Marden, or Merlin's Town, ſo called of Mer/zn's 
being found there, This was Ambroſe Merlins, whole 
Prophefies we have, There was another of that Name, 
called Merlin Sylveftris, born in Scotland, firnamed 
Calidonius, of the Forreſt Calidon, where he propheſied. 


: 3 * 
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Your Beauty now is ſet a royal Prize, 
And Kings repair to cheapen Merchandize. 
If you but walk to take the breathing Air, 
Oritbia makes me, that 1 Boreas fear; 
If to the Fire, Fove once in Lightning came, 
And fair Egina makes me fear the Flame; 
Tf in the Sun, then ſad Suſpicion dreams 
Pbæbus ſhould ſpread Lucothoe in his Beams; 
If in a Fountain you do cool your Blood, 
Neptune, I fear, who once came in a Flood; | 
If with your Maids, I dread Apollo's Rape, 
Who cous'ned Chron in an old Wite's Shape; 
If you do Banquet, Bacchus makes me dread, 
Who in a Grape Erigone did feed; 
And if myſelf your Chamber Door ſhould keep, 
Yet fear I Hermes coming in a Sleep. _ 
Pardon, tweet Queen, if I offend in this, 
In theſe Delays, Love moſt impatient is ; 
And Youth wants Pow'r its Ardour 4” 
When Hope already banquets in Exceſs. 
Tho? Henry's Fame in me you ſhall not find, 
Yet that which better ſhall content your Mind ; 
But only in the Title of a Kin 
Was his Advantage, in no other Thin r 
If in his Love more Pleaſure you did take, 
Never let Queen truſt Britain for my ſake. 
Yet judge me not from Modeſty exempt, 
That I another Pbaeton's Charge attempt; 
My Mind, that thus your Favours dare aſpire, 
Shews, that *tis touch'd with a cceleſtial Fire; 
If I'm in Fault, the more is Beauty's blame, 
When ſhe herſelf is Author of the fame: 


G 4 
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All Men to ſome one Quality incline, 
Only to Love is naturally mine. 1 
Thou art by Beauty famous, as by Birth, | 
Ordain'd by Heav'n to cheer the drooping Earth; 160 
Add faithful Love unto your greater State, 
And be alike in all Things fortunate. 
A King might promiſe more, I not deny, ] 
But yet, by Heav'n, he Iov'd not more than J. 
And thus I leave, till Time my Faith approve, 
I ceaſe to write, but never ceaſe to love. 166 
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Worthy and dearly eſteemed Friend, 


Mr. James HU Ts H. 


XIX. 


| OUR own natural Inclination to Virtue, 
and your Love to the Muſes, aſſure me of © 
your kind Acceptance of my Dedication. It is 
ſeated by Caſtom, from which we are now bold to 
aſſume Authority, to bear the Names of our 
Friends upon the Fronts of our Books, as Gentle- 
men uſe to ſet their Arms over their Gates. Some 
ſay, this Uſe began by the Heroes and brave Spirits 
of the old World, which were deſirous to be thought 


40 
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to patronize Learning , and Men, in Requilal, 
Honour the Names of thoſe brave Princes. But, 
T tvink, ſome after, put the Names of great Men 
i ther Books, for that Men fhould jay, there 
was ſomething good, only, becauſe, indeed, their 
Names ſicod there. But for mine own Part, not 
to diſſemble, I find no juch Virtue in any of 1heir 
great Tilles to do jo much for any thing of mine, 
and fo let them paſs. Take Knowleage by this, I 
love you, and in good Faith, worthy of all Love I 
think you, which I fray may Jjupply the ore 
'of further Complement.” © 


Yours ever, 


M1c#uArt DRray Tow. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

Elinor, Daughter to the Lord Cobham: of Sterborough, 
and Wife to Humfrey Plantagenet, Dake of Glou- 
ceſter, the. Son of Henry IV. King of England, r- 
named Bullingbrogke. Tit noble Duke, for his great 
Wiſdom a | 772 7 called the Good, was by King 
Henry V. Brother o the Dube, at bis. Death, an- 
een Protector of the Lend, during the: Nonage of 
Henry VI. Thzs Elinor, Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, a 
roud and ambitious Woman, knownng,: that if v 
enry died without Iſſue, the Duke, ber EB 
was the neareſt of; the Blood, cogſnhuired abith us 

_ Bullingbrooke, a great Magician, Hun 4 Prieſt, and 
4 238 Witch of Eye, by Sorcery to make away the | 
King, and by Conjuration to know who ſbauld ſucceed, Of 
ibi being convicked, he was uf adjudged to do Penance 
three ſeveral Times openty.4u London, and then to per- 
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petual Baniſbment to the Iſle of Man, from whence ſhe 
writes this Epiſtle. RY 1 — | | 


(£5 3 i 
"FF Ethinks, not knowing who theſe Lines ſbould ſenld, MW With 
IVI Thou ſtreight cure over to the latter End; Nor 
Where, thou my Name no ſooner haſt eſpy'd, Thot 
But in Diſdain my Letter caſts aſide: : | ] car 
Why, if thou wilt, I will myſelf deny, 5 Nor 
Nay, I'll affirm and ſwear, I am not I; | Yet 
Or if in that thy Shame thou do'ſt perceive, To 
For thy dear Sake, lo I my Name will leave. 
And yet, methinks, amaz'd thou ſhould'ſt not ſtand, 


Nor ſeem ſo much appalled at my Hand ; 3 IH 
For my Misfortunes have inur'd thine Eye, 

Long before this, to Sights of Miſery: 
No, no, read on, 'tis I, the very ſame, 
All thou canſt read, is but to read my Same. 
Be not diſmay'd, nor let my Name afright, 15 
The worſt it can, is but t' offend thy Sight; | 
It cannot wound, nor do thee deadly Harm, 
It is no dreadful Spell, no magick Charm; 
If ſhe that ſent it, love Duke Humfrey ſo, 
Is't poſſible her Name ſhould be his Foe? 20 
Yes, I am Elinor, I am very ſhe; 
Who brought for Dower a Virgin's Bed to thee ; 
Tho' envious Beauford ſlander d me before, 
To be Duke Humfrey's wanton Paramour. Sp 
bo RY „ N e Wa And 


Ver. 2 z. To envious Beauford ander'd me Before,] 
- Noting the extream Hate that Cardinal Beasford had 
ever born to her. 
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And tho', indeed, 1 can it not deny, e 
To Magick once I did myſelf apply; 

| won thee not, as there be many think, | 

With pois'ning Philters, and bewiteling Drink: 

Nor on thy Perſon did 1 ever - prove 

Thoſe wicked Potions for procuring Love. 30 
cannot boaſt, to be rich Holland's Heir, 1 
Nor of the Blood and Greatneſs of Baverr? 
Yet Elinor brought no foreign Armies in, 
To fetch her back, as did thy Facomis ; 


a_____ — a — —— 


Ver. 26. [To Magick once I did myſelf app]! 


Elinor Cobbam was accuſed A that ſought to 
withſtand, and miſliked her Marriage with Duke 
Humfrey, that ſhe practiſed to give him Pbilters, and 
ſuch poiſoning Potions, to make him love her, as the 
was ſlandered by Cardinal Beauford, to have lived, as 
the Duke's Lemman, againſt the which Cardinal ſhe 
exclaimeth in this Epiſtle in the Verſe before. 


Ver. 33. [Yet EPnor brought no foreign Armies in, 
To fetch her back, as did thy Jacomin, 


This was the chief and only Thing that ever touched 


the Reputation of this good Duke, that dotingly he 
married Facomin, or, as ſome call her, Tacguet, Daughter 


and Heir to William Bavier, Duke of Holland, before 
married, and lawful Wife to Fob» Duke of Brabant, 
then living: Which after, as it is ſhewed in this Verſe 


following. 
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Nor clam'rous Husband folfow'd me that fled, 35 

Exclaiming, Humfrey to defile his Bed; 

Nor waſt thou fore'd the Slander to ſuppreſs, 

To ſend me bach as an Adutcreſs: | 

Brabant, nor Burgeyse, claimed me by Force, 
Nor ſu'd to- Nome, to haſten my Divor re 40 

Nor Belgia's Pomp, defaced with Belgia's Fire, 

The juſt Reward of ber unjuſt Deſire 

Nor Bedford's Spouſe, your noble Siſter Anne, 

That princely iſſued great Burgontan, 

Need ſtand with me, to move a Woman's Strife, 45 

To yield the Place to the Protectors Wiſe; 

If Cobbam's Name my Birth can dignify, 

Or Sterboroagh renown my Family: 

e Where's 


we . oo GE R7 TH oe, TLC w_—_ TR 


Wer. 39. [Brabant, a Burgoyne, claimed me by Furte, 
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Where's Greenwich now; thy Ein Court of late, 
Where ſhe with Humfrey held a princely State? 30 
Where pleaſant Kent, when I abroad ſhould ride, 
That to my Pleafure laid forth all her Pride? 
The Thames by Water, when Þ took the Aff. 
That danc'd my Barge, in launching from the Stair? 
The anch'ring Ships, which, when I paſs'd the Road, 55 
Were wont to hang their chequ'red Lopsabroad ? 
How could it be, thoſe that were wont to ſtand, 

To ſee my Pomp, fo Goddeſs-like to land,  _ 
Should after ſee me, mayl'd up in a Sheet, 

Do ſhameful Pennance three Times in the Street? Bo 
Rung with a Bell, a Taper in my Hand. | 
Bare-foot to trudge before a Beadle's Wand ; 

That little Babes, not having Uſe of Tongue, 

Stood pointing at me, as I came along. 

Where then was Humfreyl' where was his Command ?: 65 
Waſt thou not Lord Protector of the Land? 
Or for thy Juſtice, who could thee de, 
The Title of the good Duke Humfreyç? sg, 
What Blood, extract from famous Edwards Line, 
Could boaſt itſelf to be ſo pure as thine ? 0 


* 


* — _—_—_— 


Ver. 49. [Where's Greenwich now, thy Elinor's 'Court of 


- date, 


[1% id | Fs 81 
That fair and goodly Palace of Greenwich, in Luut, 
was firſt builded by that famous Duke: Whoſe rich 
and pleaſant Situation might remain an aſſured Monu- 
_ x his Wiſdom, if there were no @#her Memory 
the ſame, 


ha 
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Who elſe, next Henry, ſhould the Realm prefer, 
If it allow the Line of 1 4 dif. A 
But Rayner's Daughter muſt from France be fet, At 
. And with a Vengance on our Throne be ſet. W 
„ Maus, Main, and Anjou, on that Beggar caſt, O 
To bring her home to England in ſuch haſte : Fa 
And what for Herry thou haſt labour'd there, Vc 
To join the King with Arminack's rich Heir, Ar 
Muſt all be daſh'd, as no ſuch Thing had been. O 
Pool needs muſt have his Darling made a Queen; 80 At 
How ſhould he with our Princes elſe be plac d, At 
To have his Earlſhip with a Dukedom grac'd; H 
And raiſe the Offspring of his Blood ſo high, 2 © 
As Lords of us and our Poſterity* + As 
_ O©, that by Sea when he to France was ſent, 83 w 
| The Ship had ſunk, wherein the Traytor went; Ti 
| Or that the Sands had fwallow'd her, before It 
She Cer ſet Foot upon the Exgliſb Shore T. 
| But all is well, nay, we have Store to give, W 
| | What need we more, we by her Looks can live: 90 T. 
All that great Henry by his Conqueſts heapt, I \ 
And famous Bedford to his Glory kept, Sh 
Is given back to Rayner all in Poſt ; II 
And by this Means, rich Normandy is loſt. T 
Thoſe which have come as Miſtreſſes of ours, 95 
Have into England brought their goodly Dow'rs ; 
Which to our Coffers yearly Tribute brings, 1 
The Life of Subjects, and the Strength of Kings; v. 
The Means whereby fair England ever might 
Raiſe Power in France, to back her ancient Right: 100 
But ſhe brings Ruin here to make Abode, thi 
_ » \Andcancels all our, lawful Claim abroad; MD 
| | An 


f 
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And ſhe muſt recapitulate my Shame, 
And give a thouſand By-words to my Name, 
And call me Bedlam, Gib, Witch, Night-mare, Trot, 105 
With all Deſpight that may a W oojan_ thor; "Het 
e! | 


Oh, that I were a Witch but for her 


Faith, then her Queenſhip little Reſt ſhould take; 


Id feratch that Face, that may not feel the Air, 


And knit whole Ropes of Witch-knots in her Hair: 
O how I'd hag her nightly in her Bed, ITE 


And on her Breaſt fit like a Lump of Lead; 


And like a Fairy pinch that dainty Skin 

Her wanton Blood is now ſo cocker'd in; 

Or take me ſome ſuch known familiar Shape, 175 
As ſhe my Vengeance never ſhould eſcape: 

Were I a Garment, no one ſhould need more 

To ſprinkle me with Neſſus pois'nd Gore; 

It were enough, if the once put me on, 
To tear. both Fleſh and Sinews from the Bone: 220 
Were I a Flower, that might her Smell delight, 
Tho? I were not the pois'ning Aconite, x 

I would ſend ſuch a Fume into*her Brow, 

Should make her mad, as mad as I am now. 


They fay, the Druids once lived in this Iſle, 123 


This fatal Man, the Place of my Exile, 
| Whoſe 


Ver, 125. [ They ſay, the Druids once Iheed in this He, ] 


It ſhould ſeem, that there were two Iſlands, both of 
them called Mona, tho' now diſtinguiſhed ;: the one, by 
the Name of Man, the other, by the Name of Aug 

bots 
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Whoſe pow'rful Charms ſuch dreadful Wonders wrought, 
Which in the Gor#/B Hand Tongue were taught ; 
Oh, that their Spells to me they had refignd 
Where with they rais'd and-calm'd both Sea and Wind! 
And made the Moon pauſe in her paled Sphere, 131 
Whilſt her grim Dragons drew them thro? che . 
| = : F . | r heir 


— * » 7 2 — —— 
6 


— mn 
- 


both which, were full of infernal Cerefnonies :. As mx 
appear by Agricold's Voyage, made into the hitherm Th 
Man, deſcribed by his Son-in-Law Cornelius Tacitus. = 
And as Superſtition, the Daughter of Barbariſm and MW Wi 


' Ignorance; fo amongſt thoſe Northerly Nations, like MW Ou 


as in America, Magick was moſt eſteemed. He 
Druidæ were the publick Miniſters of their Warden. Mc 
as throughly taught in all Rites thereof: Their Doc- 
Tine concerned the Immortality of the Soul, the Con- Ah 
tempt of 'Death, and all other Points which may con- M. 
duce to Reſolution, Fortitude, and Magnanimfty: Their 
Abode was in Sreves and Woods, whereupon they have W 
their Name: Their Power extended itſelf to maſter the 
Souls of Men deceaſed, and to con fer with Ghoſts and ＋I 
other Spirits, about the Suecefs of Things. 
Platarcb, in his profound and learned Diſcourſe of 
the Defect of Oracles, reporteth, That the outmoſt a 
Britih Iles were the Priſon of a fort of fictious Demi: v. 
gots : But there is no need to ſpeak any farther of the 
ruidæ, than that which Lacan doth ; 


- 
** 


Br vo barbaricas tus, morrmqus H niſtrum, E; 
©  "Caprorgm, Druide poſitrs vrpetiſii t ab arms. - -D 


ts ; 
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Their helliſh Power, to kill the Plow-man's Seed, 
Or to fore-ſpeak. whole Flocks, as they did feed; 
To nurſe a damned Spirit with human Blood. 13g 
Jo carry them thro' Earth, Air, Fire and Flaod:: 1 
Had I this Skill, that Time hath almoſt loſt, 
How like a Goblin I would haunt her. Ghoſt'® 
O pardon, pardon my miſgovern'd Tongue, ; 

A Woman's Strength cannot endure my Wrong, 140 
Did not the Heav'ns her coming in withſtand, 

As tho” affrighted when ſhe came to Landy 
The Earth did quake, her Coming to abide; _.. 

The goodly Thames did twice keep back his Tide; 

Paul*s ſhook: with Tempeſts, and that mounting Spire, 143 

With Light'ning ſent from Heav'n, was ſet on Fire; 

Our ſtately Buildings to the Ground were blown, 

Her Pride by theſe prodigious Signs were ſhown; 

More fearful Viſions on the Engl:/6 Earth, | 
ben ever were at any Death, or Birth, 1280 
5 Ah Humfrey, Humfrey, if I ſhould not ſpeak, 
My Breaſt would ſpfit, my very Heart would break. 


r J, that was wont ſo many to command, 

Worſe now than with a Clap-diſh in my Hand; 

© WW A ſimple Mantle covering me withal, ; 15% 

d The very'ſt Leper, of Care's Hoſpital ; 
| That 

f 

} | X 255 

1 Ver. 141. [Did not the Heaw'ns ber coming in wit hand 2]; 


12 the prodigious and fearful Signs that were 
ſeen in England, a little before her coming in: Which 
Elinor expreſſeth in this Epiſtſe, as afore-ſhewing the 
Danger which ſhould enſue upon this unlucky Marriage, 
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That from my State a Preſence held in awe, 1 
Glad here to kennel in a Pad of Straw; 
And like an Owl, by Night to go abroad, 


Rooſted all Day within an Ivy Tod, | _ 


Among the Sea-Cliffs, in the dampy Caves, 

In Charnel-Houſes ſit, and dwell in Graves. 

Saw'ſt thou thoſe Eyes, in whoſe ſweet chearful Look, 
Duke Humfrey once ſuch Joy and Pleaſure took ? 
Sorrow hath 4 diſpoiPd them all of Grace, 165 
Thou could'ſt not ſay, this was my EPnors Face: 
Like a foul Gorgon, whoſe diwevelbd Hair, 

With every Blaſt flies glaring in the Air; 

Some ſtanding up like Horns upon my Head, 

Even like thoſe Women that in Coos are bread : 179 
My lank Breaſts hang like Bladders left unblown 
My Skin with loathſome Jaundize over-grown ; 

So pin'd away,' that if thou long'ſt to ſee 
Ruin's true Picture, only look on me. | 
Sometime, in thinking of what I have had, 175 
I from a ſudden Extaſy grow mad: F 
Then, like a Bedlam, forth thy EPnor runs 

Like one of Bacchus” raging frantick Nuns ; 

Or like a Tartar, when in ſtrange Diſguiſe, 

Prepar'd unto a diſmal Sacrifice. . 
That Prelate Beaufort, a foul Ill befal him: 

Prelate ſaid II nay, Devil I ſhould call himm 

Ah, God forgive me, if I think amiſs, ö 

His very Name, methinks, my Poiſon is: 


a 


Ah, that vile Zudas, our profefſed Foe, . 185 


My Curſe puriue him, whereſoe'er he go; 

That to my Judgment, when I did appear, 

Laid to my Charge thoſe Things chat never were * 
N | | at 
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That I ſhould know of. Bullingbrooke's Intents, | 
The Hallowing of his magick Inſtruments ; 190 
That I procured Sout bell to afliſt, Shots N 
Which was by Order conſecrate a Prieſt; 
That it was I ſhould cover all they did. 
Which but for him had to this Day been hid... 
Ah, that vile Baſtard, that himſelt dare vaunt, 195 
To be the Son of thy brave Grandſire, Gaunt, | 
Whom he but father'd of meer Charity, 
To rid his Mother of that Infamy ; | 
Who, if Report of elder Times be true, tak 
Yet to this Day his Father never knew. 200 
He that by. Murthers black and odious Crime,  ' _- 
To Henry's Throne attempted once to clime, 
Having procur'd by Hope of golden Gain, 
A fatal Hand his Sovereign to have ſlain; _ b 
Whom 


— r 


Ver. 190. [The Hallowing of bis Magick Inſtruments,] 
The Inſtruments which Bu/linghrooke uſed in his 

Conjurations, according to the deviliſh Ceremonies and 

; Cuſtoms of theſe unlawful Arts, were dedicated at a 


Maſs in the Lodge in Harnſey Park, by Soutbwell, Prieſt: 
of Meſtminſter. : 


Ver. 203. ¶ Having procur'd by Hope of golden Gain.] 


This was one of the Articles that Duke Humfrey 
urged __ Cardinal Beauford, That he conſpired 
the Death of Henry V, by conveying a Villain into his 
Chamber, which in the Night ſhould have murthered 
him; but what Ground of Truth he had for the ſame, 
| leaye to diſpute, 
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Whom to his Chamber cloſely. he convey'd, 
And: for that Purpoſe fitly there had laid; 


205 


Upon whoſe Sword that mous Prince had dy'd, 


If by a Dog he had not been diſer y'd. 


But now the Queen; her Minion Fool, and he, 


As pleaſes them, ev'n ſo muſt all Things be; 
England's no Place for any one beſideʒ 
AH is too little to maintain their Pride. 
What, of a King, hath Henry, but the Name; 
And now ſcarce N 2 1197 21m his e 
And, I pray God; I do not live the Day, 

To ſee ! 4 


He be preſerv'd:from that vile 'Fraytor's: Hand, 


From Glouce/ter's Seat I would thou wert — 
e 


Or would to God that Dukedom's Name were. 
For it portends ſome After- ill to us; 


Ah, £y, it ĩs ominous: 


Humfrey adieu, farewel true nokle Lord, 
My Wich is all thy EV nor can a force. 


Ruin, and the Realm's Decay;: A | | T 
And yet as fure as Humfrey ſeems to ftand,, - 


Yer rather than thy Hap ſo hard ſhould be, * | 
I would thou wert here baniſhed with me. 


219 


225 
g'd ; 


221 


* 
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Duke 
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Duke HUMFREY 


ELINOR CoBHAM. 


Ethinks thou ſhouldſt not doubt, I could forget 

Her whom ſo many do remember yet ; 

No, no, our Joys away like Shadows lide, 

But Sorrows firm in Memory abide ; 

Nay, I durſt anſwer, thou do'ſt nothing leſs, 5 

But into Paſſion, urg'd by thy Diſtreſs: | 

No El'nor, no, thy Woes, thy Grief, thy Wrong, 

Have in my Breaſt been Refident too long. | 

Oh, when Report in ev'ry Place had ſpread, | 

My EPrnor was to Sanctuary fled, 16 

Which curſed Oneley, and the Witch of Eye, 

As guilty of their vile Conſpiracy; 

The dreadful Spir'ts when they did invocate, 

For the Succeſhon, and the Realm's Eſtate ; 

When Henry's Image they in Wax had wrought 1g 

BY which he ſhould have to his Death been brought; 
hat as his Picture did conſume away, 

His Perſon fo by Sickneſs ſhould decay: 

H 


Grief, 
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Grief, that before could ne'er my Thought controul, 
That Inſtant took Poſſeſſion of my Soul. 20 
Ah, would to God I could forget thine Ill ! 

As for mine own, let that inflict me ſtill; 

But that before hath taken too ſure hold: 

Forget it, ſaid I ? would to God I could. | 

Of any Woe, if thou haſt but one Part, 25 
I have the Whole remaining in my Heart 

J have no need, of others Cares to borrow, 

For all 1 have, is nothing elſe but Sorrow. 

No, my ſweet Nell, thou took'ſt not all away, 

'Tho* thou went'ſt hence, here ſtill thy Woes do ſtay; 30 
Tho from thy Husband thou wert forc'd to go, 

'T hoſe ſtill remain, they will not leave him fo: 

No Eye bewails my Ill, moans thy Diſtreſs, | 

Our Cries the more, but yet our Debt the leſs ; 

We owe no Tears, no Mourning Days are kept, 35 
For thoſe that yet for us have never wept ; 

We hold no Obits, no fad Exequies, 7 

Upon the Death-days of unweeping Eyes. . * 
Alas! good Nell, what ſhould thy Patience move, 
T*upbraid thy kind Lord with a foreign Love? 40 
Thou might'ſt have bid all former Ills adieu, 

Forgot the old, we have ſuch Store of new. 

Did I omit thy Love to entertain, 

With mutual Grief, to anſwer Grief again? 

Or think'ſt thou, I unkindly did forbear _. 45 
To bandy Woe for Woe, and Tear for Tear? 
Did I forget, or careleſly neglect. 

'T hoſe Shews of Love, that Ladies ſo reſpect ? 
In mournful black was I not ſoen to go, 

By outward Signs t'expreſs my inward Woe? 


90 
Did 
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Did I thy Loſs not publickly lament, 

Nor by my Looks bewray'd my Diſcontent ? 

Is this the Cauſe? If this be it, know then, 

One Grief conceal'd, more grievous is than ten: 

If in my Breaſt thoſe Sorrows ſometimes were, 53 
And never utt'red, they muſt ſtill be there; 

And if thou know'ſt, they many were before, 

By Time increaſing they muſt needs be more. 

England to me can challenge nothing lent, 

Let her caſt up what is receiv'd, what ſpent; 60 
If 1 her own, can ſhe from Blame be free, 

If ſhe but prove a Step- mother to me: 

That if I ſhould with that proud Baſtard ſtrive, 

To plead for Birth-right my Prerogative; | 
Be has allow'd, I ſhould not need to fear it, 65 
For then my true Nobility ſhould bear it : 

If Counſel aid, that France will tell, I know, 

Whoſe Towns lie waſte before the Engliſb Foe, 

When thrice we gave the conquer'd French the Foil 

At Agincourt, at Cravant, and Vernoile: 70 


Ja 2 


Ver. 70. [ At Agincourt, .et Cravant, and Vernoyle.] 


The three famous Battles fought by the Exgliſbmen in 
France: Agi court, by Henry V, againſt the whole Power 
of France; Cravant, tought by Montacute Earl of Sal:i/- 
Bury, and the Duke of Burgoyne, againſt the Dolphine 
of France, and William Stuart, Conſtable of Scotland; 
Vernoyle, fought by Foba Duke of Bedford, againſt the 
Duke of Alanſon, and with him moſt of the Nobility 
of France, Duke Hamfrcy an eſpecial Counſellor in all 
theſe Expeditions, 0 | 


H 2 | „ 
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If Faith avail, theſe Arms did Henry hold, 

To claim his Crown, yet ſcarcely nine Months old; 
If Country's Care have leave to ſpeak for me, . 
Grey Hairs in Youth my Witneſs then may be; 

| gar Tongues give Splendor to my Fame, 

If 


— 7 


ey add a Title to Duke Hnmfrey's Name; 
oil at home, French Treaſon, Engliſh Hate, 
Shall tell my Skill in managing the State; 
If foreign Travel my 3 may try, - 
Then Flanders, Almain, Bobeme, Burgundy. 80 
That Robe of Rowe proud Beauford now doth wear, 
In every Place ſuch Sway ſhould never bear: 
The Crofier Staff in his imperious Hand, 
To de the Scepter that controuls the Land ; * 
ö hat 


9 2 - , 
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Ver. 80. [Then Flanders, Almain, Boheme, Burgundy.] 


Here, remembering the antient Amity which, in his 
Ambaſſies, he concluded between the K. of England and 


S$#ziſmund Emperor of Almain, drawing the Duke of 


Burgoyne into the fame League, giving himſelf as an 
Hollage for the Duke of St. Omers, while the Duke 
came to Calais to confirm the League. With his many 
other Employments to foreign Kingdoms. 


Ver. 83. [The Crofier Staff in bis imperions Hand. 


Henry Beauford, Cardinal of Wincheſter, that proud 


and haughty Prelate, received his Cardinal's Hat at 


Calais by the Pope's Legate, which Dignity Henry V's 
18 him to take upon him, knowing his 
'haughty and malicious Spirit unfit for that Robe and 
Calling. c 


ee 
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That home to Englend Dipenfations draws, 8&5 
Which are of Power to abrogate our Laws ; q 
And for thoſe Sums the wealthy Church ſhould pay, 
Upon the needy Comm'nalty to lay: 

His ghoſtly Counſels only du adviſe, | 

The Means how Langley's Progeny may riſe, 90 
Pathing young Henry's unadviſed Ways, | 

A Duke of York from Cambrige Houle to raiſe, 

W hich after may our Title undermine, 

Grafted ſince Edward, in Gaunt's famous Line, 

Us of Succeſſion falſely to deprive, 95 
Which they from Clarence ſeignedly derive; | 
Knowing the Will old Cambrige ever bore, _ 

To catch the Wreath that famous Henry wore : 

Wich Gray and Scr9op when firſt he laid the Blot, 
From us and ours the Garland to have gt; igg 
As from the March-born Mortimer to reign, 
Whoſe Title Glendour ſtoutly did maintain, 

When the proud Piercies, havghey March, and he, 
Had ſhar'd the Land by 127 arts, in three,  - 


* 


Ver. 90. [The Means how Langley's Progeny may riſe. J 


As willing to ſhew, the Houſe of Cambrige . to 
be deſcended of Edmund Langley, Earl of Fork, a 
ounger Brother to Fob» of Gaunt, his Grand- 


ather, as much as in him lay, to ſmother the Title 


that the Yorkiſts made to the Crown, from Lionel 
of Clarence, Taunt's elder Brother, by the Daughter 
of Mortimer. | 
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His Prieſthood now ſtern Mowbray will reſtore, 105 
To ftir the Fire that kindled was before ; 
Againſt the Torkiſts that ſhall their Claim advance, 
To ſteel the Point of Norfo/t's ſturdy Lance. 
Upon the Breaſt of Hertford's Hive bent, 
In juſt Revenge of ancient Baniſhment. 210 
He doth adviſe to Jet our Pris ner go, 
And doth inlarge the faithleſs Scotz/3 Foe, 
Giving our Heirs in Marriage, that their Dow'rs, 
2 bring Invaſion upon us and ours. | 
Ambitious Suffolk ſs the Helm doth guide, 115 
With Beauford's damned Policies ſupply'd ; 

| He 


pls 


—Y 


— ; — 


Ver. 105. [ His Prieſtbood now ſtern Mowbray doth reſtore, ] 


_ Noting the ancient Grudge between the Houſe of 
Lancaſter and Norfolk, ever ſince Mowbray Puke of 
Norfolk was banMhed, for the Accuſation of Henry 
Duke of Hertford, after that, King of England, Father 
to Duke Humfrey: Which Accuſation he came, as a 
Combatant, to have made good in the Liſts at Coventry. 


Ver. 11 3. Giving our Heirs in Marriage, tbat tbeir Dow'rs,] 


James Stuart, King of Scots, having been long 
Pritoner in England, was releaſed, and took to Wife the 
Daughter of Fob», Duke of Somerſet, Siſter to Jobs, 
Duke of Somer/et, Neice to the Cardinal, and the Duke 
of Exeter, and Couſin-German, removed to the King: 
This King broke the Oath he had taken, and became 
afterward a great Enemy to England, 


e . OT 
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He and the Queen in Counſel ſtill confer, 
How to raiſe him, who hath advanced her. 

But my dear Heart, how vainly do dream, 
And fly from thee, whoſe Sorrows are my Theam ? 
My Love to thee, and England thus divided, 


Which hath the moſt, how hard to be decided? 


Or thou, or that, to cenſure I am loath, 
So near are you, ſo dear unto me both; 
Twixt that and thee, for equal Love I find, 
England ingrateful, and my EPzor kind. 
But tho* my Country juſtly I reprove, 
Yet I for that, neglected have my Love; 
| Nevertheleſs, thy Humfrey's to thee now, 

As when freſh Beauty triumph'd on thy Brow ; 
As when thy Graces I admired moſt, 
Or of thy Favours might the frankly'ſt boalt : 
Thoſe Beauties were ſo infinite before, 
That in abundance I was only poor; 
Of which, tho' Time hath taken ſome again, 
Lask no more but what doth yet remain. 
Be patient, gentle Heart, in thy Diſtreſs, 
Thou art a Princeſs, not a whit the leſs. 
Whilſt in theſe Breaſts we bear about this Life, 
I am thy Husband, and thou art my Wife. 
Caſt not thine Eye on ſuch as mounted be, 
But look on thoſe caſt down as low as we ; 
For ſome of them which proudly pearch ſo hie, 
E'er long ſhall come as low as thou or I. 
They weep for Joy, and let us laugh in Woe, 
We ſhall exchange when Heav'n will have it fo; 
We mourn, and they in after-time may mourn, 
Woe paſt, may once laugh preſent Woe to ſcorn, 
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And worſe than hath been, we can never taſte, 

- Worſe cannot come, than is already paſt ; 

In all Extreams the only Depth of Ill, 

Is that which comforts the Afflicted ſtill. 

Ah, would to God thou could'ſt thy Griefs deny, 
And on my Back let all the Burthen lye! 

Or if thou canſt reſign, make them mine own, 
Both in one Carriage to be undergone, . 
Till we again our former Hopes recover, 


And proſp'rous Times blow theſe Misfortunes over: 
For in the Thought of thoſe fore-paſſed Years, | 


Some new Reſemblance of old Joy appears. 
Mutual our Care, ſo mutual be our Love, 

That our Affliction never can remove: 

So reſt in Peace, where Peace hath Hope to live, 
Wiſhing thee more than I myſelf can give. 
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To my Honoured Miſtreſs, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Tanfield, 
THE 


Sole Daughter and Heir of that famous and 
learned Lawyer, LAuRENCETANTIEIꝰp, Eſq; 


HAIR and virtuous Miſtreſs, ſince firſt it 
was my good Fortune to be a Witneſs. of the 
many rare Perfeftions wherewith Nature and 
Education have adorned you, I have been forced, 
ſince that Time, to attribute more Admiration to 
your Sex, than ever Petrarch could before per- 
ſuade me to by the Praiſes of his Laura. Sweet 
is the French Tongue, more ſweet the Italian; 
but moſt feveet are they both, if ſpoken by your 
| | admired 
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admired ſelf. I, Poeſy were praiſeleſs, Your 

Virtues alone were a. Subjet ſufjucient to make 
it eſtermed, ub 5 Bunbarous Getes: 

By how "much the mort your tender Tears vive 
ſcarcely Warrant fer your more than Womanlite 
Wiſdom, by. /o much is your Judęment, and 
Reading, the more to be wondered at, Ye Graces 
ſhall. have one. more Siſter by yourſelf, and 
England 10 herſelf ſpall add one Muſe move to 
Muſes, T reft the humble, devoted Servant, 10 
any dear and modeſt. Miſtreſs, to whom I wiſh 
_ tbe happieſt Fortunes I can deviſe. 


5 . 


MIcRHAEL DRAYTON, 
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WILLIAM DELLA POOLE, 
Duke of SU FF OL K, 
| T O 2 10 


Queen MAR GAR E x. 


* — me "_ — a. ___ 


i co . _ 


The A R G U ME N T. 


William De-La-Poole, fr/# Marguiſi, and after created 
Duke of Suffolk, 8 ſent into France 2 King _ 
Henry VI. concluded a Marriage between the Ning bit 
Maſter, and Margaret, Daughter to Rayner, Duke of 
Anjou, who only bad the Title of King of Sicily and 
Jan + Di, Marriage being made contrary to the 
Liking of the Lords and Counſel of the (Realm, /by 
| Reaſon of the yielding up of Anjou and Main into 
the Duke's Hands, which | ſhortly after proved the. 
'Lofs of all Aquitain, they ever after bore u cant inn 
Hatred to 'the Duke, and, by means .of the Commons, 
banijhed bim at the Parliament at Bury, where, > 


ei 
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5 be bad Judgment of bis Exile, bein | then ready to We all 


depart, be writes back to the Queen this Epiſtle. Lik 5 
| | No Ba 
N my Diſgrace, dear Queen, reſt thy Content, [Who 
And Margeret's Health from Suffo/k's Baniſhment : Nan 1 
Five Years Exile were not an Hour to me, His 8e 
But that ſo ſoon I muſt depart from thee ; Yo Wher 
Where thou'rt not preſent, it is ever Night, 5 He 1s 
All be exil'd, that live not in thy Sight. And 1 
'Thoſe Savages that worſhip the Sun's Riſe, _ That 
Would hate their Cod, if they beheld thine Eyes; This 
The World's great Light, might'ſt thou be ſeen abroad, Jo m 
Would at Noon-tide for ever make aboad, 10 That 
And force the poor Antipodes to mourn, Shou 
Fearing leſt he would never more return. 
Wer't not for thee, it were my great'ſt Exile, 28 
Jo live within this Sea-inviron'd Iſle. Ver. 
Poole's Courage brooks not limiting in Bands, 15 


But that, great Queen, thy Sov'reignty commands: 
Our Faulcon's K 80 — the . ve: 
Nor Buzzard-like doth ſtoop to ev'ry Lure; 
Their mounting Brood in open Air do rove, - 
Nor will, with Crows, be coup'd within a Grove. 20 
„ e 


\ 


Ver. 17. [Our Faulcon's Kind cannot the Cage endare,] 


. He alludes, in theſe Verſes, to the Faulcon, which 
was the ancient Divice of the PooJes, comparing the 
_—_ and Haughtineſs of his Spirit, to the Nature of 
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We all do breath upon this earthly Ball, 

Likewiſe one Heav'n incompaſſeth this all; 

No Baniſhment can be to him aſſign'd, 

Who doth retain a true reſolved Mind. 

Man in himſelf a little World doth bear, 25 

His Soul the Monarch, ever ruling there : 

Where-ever then his Body doth remain, 

He is a King, that in himſelf doth reign ; 

And never feareth Fortune's hot'ſt Alarms, 

That bears againſt her Patience for his Arms. 30 

This was the mean, proud Warwick did invent, 

To my Diſgrace, at Leiceſter Parliament. 

That only I, by yielding up of Main, 

Should cauſe the Loſs of fertile Aguitaix, 
With 


—— — 
* 


F 


Ver. 3 1. [This was the mean proud Warwick did "EMEA 
To my Diſgrace, &c.] 


The Commons, at this Parliament, thro! Warwick's 
Means, accuſed Sufigy/t of Treaſon, and urged the Ac- 
cuſation ſo vehemently, that the King was forced to 


exile him for five Years. | 


Ver. 33. [That only 1, by yielding up of Main, 
1 oats be the 705 of 2 Aquitain.)] 

The Duke of Sufo/k being ſent into France, to con- 
elude a Peace, choſe Duke Rayner's Daughter, the Lady 
Margaret, whom he eſpouſed for Henry VI. deliverin 
for her, to her Father, the Countries of fnyos ind 
Main, and the City of Mauns, ' Whereupon the Earl 
of Arminach, whole Daughter was before promiſed to 


2 ů — _ 


? 
4 
þ 
. 


—— — 
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With the baſe, vu Sort to win him Fame, . ? z 
To be the Heir of good Duke Humfrays Name; 
And fo by Treaſon fpotting my pure Blood, 
Make his a mean to raiſe A Newzt Brood. 
With Salisbury, his vile, ambitiqus Sire, 
In York's ſtern Breaſt kindling long hidden Fire; 40 
By Clarence's Title working to ſupplant 

The Eagle-Airy of great Fobn of Gaunt : 

; Fele itte | 1412 And 


— een - —— — 

che King, ſeeing himſelf to he deluded, :cauſed all the 
_ Englijbmen to be expulſed Aguitain, Gaſcayne, and 
Gnyne. : | Het 4 1 

Ver. 35. [With the Baſe, vulgar Sort to win bim Fame, 
| © To be the Heir of good Duke Humfrey's Name; 
This Richard, that was called the great Earl of r. 
wick, when Duke Humfrey was dead, grew into exceed- 
ing great Favour with the Commons. t 


Ver. 39. [With Salisbury, his viles ambition, Sire, 

Jn York's gern Breaſt, kindling long bigden Fire: 

By Clarence's Title, working to ſi plant, 

| The Eagle- Airy of great John of Gaunt.'] 
_ Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York, in the Time of 
Henm VI. claimed the Crown, being aſſiſted by this 
Richard Nævil, Earl of Salisbury, and Father torthe 
dun of Maeraoick, who favoured exceedingly tbe 
ouſe of York, in open Parliament, as Heir to Lionel, 
Duke of Clarence, the third Son to Edward IN. making 
his Title, by Aunel his Mother, Wiſe to Regbord, Eat) 
G53 0 
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And to this End did my Exile conclude, 

Thereby to pleaſe the raſcal Multitude; 

Urg'd by theſe envious Lords to ſpend their Breath, 45 

Crying Revenge for the Protector's Death; 

That ſince the old detrepit Duke is dead, 

By me, of Force, he muſt be murdered. 

if they would know who rob'd him of his Life, 

Let them call Home Dame Elinor his Wife, 1 50 
| 0 


— 


of Cambridge, Son to Edmund of Langley, Duke of 
Tork: Which Anne was Daughter to Roger Mortimer, 


Earl of March; which Roger was Son and Heir to 
Edmund Mortimer, that married the Lady Pbilisp, 


Da and Heir to Lionel, Duke of Clarence, t 
third Son of King Edward; to whom the Crown, after 
King Rechard 11's Death, lineally deſcended, he dying 
without Iſſue; and not to the Heir of the Duke 
Lancaſter, that was younger Brother to the Duke of 
Clarence, Hall. Cap. 1. Tit. Yor. & Lanc, 


Ver.45.[Urg'd by theſe envious Lords to ſpend thetr Breadb 
Calling Revenge for the Prause Bar Death ;] 4 
Humfrey Duke of Glouceſter, and Lord Protector, in 
the 26th Year of Henry VI, by means of the Queen 
and the Duke of Suffolk, was arreſted by the Lord 
Beaumont, at the Parliament holden at Bury, and the 
tame Night after murdered in his Bed. | 
Ver. 49. to 55. [1/ they wald kzow who robd'd bim, &c. ] 
In theſe Verſes he jeſts at the Protector's Wife, who 
being accuſed and convicted of Treaſon, becauſe with 


Fels 


' Fobn Hur, à Prieſt, Roger Bullingbrooke, a Necro- 


| 
1 
| 
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Who with a Taper walked in a Sheet, _ 

To light her Shame at Noon thro' London Street; 
And let her bring her Necromantick Book, 

That foul Hag Jordan, Hun, and Bullingbroke, 

And let them call the Spirits from Hell again, 55 
To know how Hanfrey dy'd, and who ſhall reign. 
For twenty Years, and have I ſerv'd in France, 
Againſt great Charles and Baſtard Orleaxce. 


And 


mancer, and Margery Fordan, called the Witch of 
Eye, the had conſulted by Sorcery to kill the King, was 
adjudged to perpetual Impriſonment in the Hle of Mas, 
and to do Penance openly, in three publick Places in 


| London. | 
; 'Ver. 57. [For twenty Years, and bave 1 ſerv'd in France 1 


In the ſixth Year of Henry VI, the Duke of Bed- 
ford being deceaſed, then Lieutenant- General, and 
Regent of France; this Duke of Suffolk was promoted 


to that Dignity, having the Lord Talbot, Lord Scales, 


and the Lord Montacute, to aſſiſt him. 


Ver. 58. Againſt great Charles, and Baſtard Orleance?] 
This was Charles VII, who, after the Death of Henry V, 


obtained the Crown of France, and recovered again 
much of that his Father had loſt. Baſtard Orleance, 


was Son to the Duke of Orleance, begotten of the Lord 
Cawnie's Wife, preferred highly to many notable Oi- 
fies, becauſe he being a moſt vahant Captain, was a 
continual Enemy to the Englz/&men, daily inteſting them 


with divers Incurſions. 


= '» — oc RV n= el 
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And ſeen the Slaughter of x World of Men, 
Victorious now, as hardly —_— then ? 60 


And have I ſeen Vernola's hateful Fields, 


Strew'd wtth ten thouſand Helms, ten thoufand Shields, 
Where famous Bedford did our Fortune try, 

Or France, or England, for the Victory? 

The lad inveſting of ſo many Towns, 65 
Scor'd on my Breaſt in honourable Wounds ; 

When Montacute, and Talbot of much Name, 

Under my Enſign both firſt wen their Fame: 

In Heat and Cold, all theſe have I endur'd, 

To rouze the French, within their Walls immur'd ; 70 
Thro' all my Life, theſe Perils have J paſt, | 
And now to fear a Baniſhment at laſt ? 

Thou know'ſt how I, thy Beauty to advance, 

For thee refus'd the Infanta of France, 

Brake the Contract Duke Humfrey firſt did make #5 
Twixt Henry and the Princeſs frminack : 

Only that here thy Preſence I might gain, 

I gave Duke Rayner, Anjou, Mauns, and Main; 

Thy peerleſs Beauty for a Dower to bring, 

As of itſelf fufficient for a King: 80 


b . 
* 


Ver. Gr. ¶ Aud baue I {zen Vernoyla's bateful Held,] 


Vernoyle, is that noted Place in France, where the 


great Battle was fought in the Beginning of Henry VIth's 
Reign, where moſt of the French Chivalry were over- 
come by the Duke of Bedford. 


— — 
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And from Aumerle withdrew my warlike Powers; 
And came myſelf in Perſon firſt to Tours, 
'Th'Embafladors for Truce to entertain, "HP 
From Belgia, Denmark, Hungary, and Spain. 
And to the King relating of thy Story, 85 
My Tongue flow'd with ſuch plenteous Oratory, 
As the Report by ſpeaking did indite, 
Begetting ſtill more raviſhing Delight. | 
And when my Speech did ceaſe, as telling all, 
My Look ſhew'd more than was angelical ; ' 90 
And when 1 breath'd again, and pauſed next, 
] left mine Eyes dilating on the Fs: 

| 4 Then 
Ver. 81. [And from Aumerle withdrew my Warlil, 


— — 


7 „ N 

| Aumerle is that ſtron | defenced Town in France, 
which the Duke of Saal got after 24 great Affaults 
given unto it. |; 


Ver. 82. [Ard came myſelf in Perſon fir to Tours, 
Th'Embaſſadors for Truce to entertain, 
From Belgia, Denmark; Hungary ond Spain: ] 


Tous is a City in France, built by Brutus, as he 
came into Britain: Where, in the 21ſt Year of the 
Reign of Heary VI, was appointed a great Diet to be 
kept; whither came Embaffadors of the Empire, Spain, 
Hengery, and Denmark, to intreat for a perpetual Peace 
to be made between the two Kings of Eng/ead and 


France. 
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Then coming of thy Modeſty to tell, 

in Muſicks Numbers my Voice roſe and fell; 

And when I came to paint thy glorious Stile, 95 
My Speech in greater Cadences to file, 

By true Deſcent to wear the Diadem 

Of Naples, Sicily, and. Feruſalem, 

As from the Gods thou didſt derive thy Birth, 


If thoſe of Heaven could mix with theſe of Earth; r00 


Gracing each Title that I did recite, 

With — mellifluous pleaſing Epithite: 

And left him not, till he for Love was ſick, 
Beholding thee in my ſweet Rhetorick. 

A Fifteenth Tax in France I freely ſpent, 105 
In Triumphs, at thy nuptial Tournament; 

And folemniz'd thy Marriage in a Gown, 

Valu'd at more than was thy Father's Crown; 

And only ſtriving how to honour thee, | 
Gave to my King what thy Love gave to me. 110 
Judge 


* . 
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Ver. 97. [Ey true Deſcent to wear the Diadem 
, Naples, Sicily, and Jeruſalem,] 


* 


| Rayner, Duke of Anjou, Father to Queen Margaret, 
called himſelf King of Naples, Sicily, and Feruſalem, 
having the Title alone of the King af thoſe Countries. 


Ver. 105. [A fifteenth Tae in France I freely ſpent,] 


The Duke of Syfo/k, after the Marriage concluded 
between King Henry and Margaret, Daughter to Rayner, 
asked in Parliament a whole b 
Exgland. 


ifteenth, to fetch her into 
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Judge if his Kindneſs have not Power to move, 
ho for his Love's Sake gave away his Love. 
Had he, which once the Prize to Greece did bring, 
Of whom, th' old Poets long ago did ſing, 

Seen thee for England but imbark'd at 3 145 
Would over-board have caſt his golden Sheep, 
As too unworthy Ballaſt to be thought, 
To peſter Room, with ſuch Perfection fraught. 
The briny Seas, which ſaw the Ship infold thee, 
Would vault up to the Hatches, to behold thee, 229 
And falling back, themſelves in thronging ſmother, 
Breaking for Grief, envying one another : 
When the proud Bark, . thy Steps to feel, 
Scorn'd that the Brack ſhould kiſs her furrowing Keel, 
And trick'd in all her Flags, herſelf ſhe braves, 125 
Cap'ring for Jo upon the filver Waves; 
So like a Bull — the Pbenician Strand, 
P with Europa ruſhed from the Land, 

pon the Boſom of the Main did ſcud, 
And with his Swanniſh Breaſt did cleave the Flood, 139 
Tow'r'd the fair Field, upon the other Side, 
Bearing Agenor's Joy, Pbenicia's Pride: 
All heavenly Beauties join themſelves in one, 
Io ſhew their Glory in thine Eye alone; 


* 


Which 


— — tit. 1 


— 


Ver. 115. [Seen thee for England but imbark'd at Diep, 


Diep is a Town in France, bordering upon the Sea, 
where the Duke of Suffolk, with Queen Margarct 
took Ship for England. | | 
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Which, when it turneth that cœleſtial Ball, 136. 
A thouſand ſweet Stars riſe, a thouſand fall. 

Who juſtly faith, mine, Baniſhment to be, 

When only France for my Recours is free? 

To view the Plains, where I have ſeen ſo oft 
England's victorious Engines rais'd aloft ; ' - 440 
When this ſhall be a Comfort in my Way, 

To ſee the Place, where I may boldly fay, 

Here mighty Bedford forth the Waward led, 

' Here Talbot charg'd, and here the Frenchmen fled ; 

Here with our Archers valiant Scales did lye ; 145 
Here ſtood the Tents of famous pol, ; 
Here Montacute rang'd his unconquer d. Band; 

Here march'd we out, and here we made a Stand. 
What ſhould we fit to mourn and grieve all Day, 
For that which Time doth eafily take away? 150 
What Fortune hurts, let Suff'rance only heal, 

No Wiſdom with Extremities to deal. 

To know ourſelves to come of human Bizth, 

Theſe fad Afflictions croſs us here on Earth. 

A Puniſhment from the eternal Law, 155 
To make us ſtill of Heav'n to ſtand in awe, 

In vain we prize that at ſo dear a rate, 

Whoſe long'ſt Aſſurance bears a Minute's Date. 

Why ſhould we idly talk of our Intent, 

When Heav'ns Decree no Counſel can prevent? 160 
When our Fore-fight not poſſibly can 8 

That which the Fates determine ſhall be done. 

Henry hath Power, and may my Life depoſe, 

Mine Honour's mine, that none hath Power to loſe. 
Then be as chearful, beautious, royal Queen, 165 
As 1n the Court of France we oft have been ; 0 
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As when arriv'd in Dorche/er's fair Road, 

Where, for our coming, Henry made aboad ; 

When in mine Arms I brought thee {ate to Land, 
And gave my Love to Hexry's royal Hand: 170 


The happy Hours we paſſed with the King I 

At fair Southampton, long in Banqueting ; | 
With ſuch Content as lodg'd in Henry's Breaſt, 

When he to Landon brought thee from the Heft, 

Thro' golden Cheap, when he in Pomp doth ride 4 


RE, To Weſtminſter, to entertain his Bride. | 176 


3 
—— 


Ver. 167. [4s when arriv'd at Dorcheſter's fair Rad] 


Dorchefer, a Haven Town in the bentb-· Ve Part of 
England, where the King tarried, expecting the Queen's 
Arrival; whom from thence he convey id to Southampton, 
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Queen MAR GAR E T. 
WILLIAM DE-L A-POOLE, 


Duke of SU FF OL k. 


HAT News, ſweet Poole, look'ſt thou my 
Lines ſhould tell, | 

But like the tolling gf the doleful Bell, 

Bidding the Death's-man to preparg the Grave ? 

Expect from me no other News to have. 

My Breaſt, which once was Mirth's imperial Throne, 8 

A vaſt and defart Wilderneſs is grown : 

Like that cold Region, from the World remote, 

On whoſe breem Seas the Icy Mountains float ; 

Where thoſe poor Creatures, baniſh'd from the Light, 

Do live impris'ned in continual Night. 16 

No Object greets my Soul's internal Eyes, 

But Divinatiogs of ſad Tragedies ; 

And Care takes up her ſolitary Inn, 

Where Youth and Joy their Cour did once begin. 

As in September, when our Year reſigns, 15 

1 The glorious Sun to the cold Wat'ry Signs, | 
Which thro' the Clouds looks on the Earth in ſcorn,) 
The little Bird, yet to falute the Morn, 

| I 


Upog 
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Upon the naked Branches ſets her Foot, . 
The Leaves then lying on the moſſy Root, 20 
And there a ſilly Chirip ing doth Keep, 
As tho? ſhe fain would ſing, yet fain would weep ; 
Praiſing fair Summer, that too ſoon is gone, | 
Or ſad for Winter, too faſt coming on: 
In this ſtrange Plight I mourn for thy Depart, 25 
Becauſe that Weeping cannot eaſe my Heart. | 
Now to our Aid, who ſtirs the neighb'ring Kings? 
Or who from France a powerful Army brings ? 
Who moves the Norman to abet our War? 
Or brings in Burgoine to aid Lancaſter ? 30 
Who in the North our lawful Claim commends, 
Jo win us Credit with our valiant Friends? 
To whom ſhall I my ſecret Griefs impart, | 
W hoſe Breaſt ſhall be the Cloſet of, my Heart? 


The ancient Heroe's Fame thou do'lt revive: 35 
As from all them thyſelf thou didſt derive: 


Ver. 30. [Or brings in Burgoine to Aid Lancaſter. 
Philip Duke of Burgezne, and his Son, were always 


great Favourites of the Houſe of Lancaſter; howbeit, - 


they often diſſembled both with Lancaſter and York, 


Ver. 31. [Who in the North our Jawful Claim commends,] 
To win us Credit with our valiant Friends.] 


The chief Lords of the North Parts, in the Time of 
Henry VI. withſtood the Duke of York at his Riſing, 
giving him two great Overthrows. 


Nat ure 


„ Ye" Y 
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Nature; by thee, both gave and taketh all, 
Alone in Poole ſhe Was too prodigal ; | 
Of ſo divine and rich a Temper wrought, - 
As Heav'n for thee Perfection's Depth had ſought. 4d 
Well knew King Henry what he pleaded for, 
When he choſe thee to be his Orator ; 

W hoſe Angel-eye, by pow'rful Influence, 
Doth utter more than human Eloquence : ' 
That if again Fove' would his Sports have try'd, 43 
He in thy Shape ' himſelf would only hide; | 
Which in his Pore might be of greater Pow'r, 
Than was his Nymph, his Flame, his Swan, bis Show?t 
To that Allegiance York was bound by Oath, . 5 
To Henry's Heirs, for Safety of ns both; 88 
No longer now he means Record ſhall bear it, 
He will diſpence with Heav'n, and will unſwear it: 
He that's in all the World's black Sin 'forlorn, _ 
Is careleſs now how oft he be foriworn ; 
And here of late his Title hath. ſet down, $6 
By which he makes his Claim unto our Crown. 


— — — Mi pe * 8 ** — 1 


Ver, 49. Te that Allegiance York was bound by Oath 
go Henry's Heirs, for Safety of us both ; 1 
No longer now be means Records ſhould bear it, 
He will diſpence with Heaven, and will unſwear tt. 


The Duke of Vork, at the Death of Henry V. and at 

this King'sCoronation, took his Oath to be a true Subject 

to him and his Heirs tor ever ; but atterward' diſpenſing 

therewith, claim'd the Crown as his rightful and proper 

Inheritance. 277 
I 2 And 
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And now I hear his hateful Dutcheſs chats, 

And rips up their Deſcent unto her Brats, 

And: blefſeth them as England's lawful Heirs, | 
And tells them, that our Diadem is theirs : - 60 
And if ſuch hap her Goddeſs Fortune bring, 

If three Sons fail, ſhe'll make the fourth a King. 

He that's ſo like his Dam, her youngeſt Dick, 

That foul, ill-favour'd, crook-back'd Stigmatick, 


a... At i” — 


nn — 


— — 


Ver. 62. [ If three Sons fail, h make the Fourtb a King.] 


The Duke of York had four Sons, Edward Earl of 
March, that afterward was Duke of York, and King of 
Ezgland, when he had depoſed Henry VI. and Edmond 
Earl of Rutland, flain by the Lord Clifford at the Battle 
at Wakefield; and George Duke of Clarence, that was 
murder'd in the Tower; and Ricbard Duke of Glouceſter, 
who was (after he had murder'd his Brother's Sons 
King, by the Name of Richard III. 


Ver, 63, &c. to 68. [He that's ſo like bis Dam, ber 
youngeſt Dick, * 
That foul, ill. favour'd, crookback'd Stigmatick. &c. 
This Ricbard, whom, ironically, ſhe here calls Dick, 
that by Treaſon, after the Murder of his Nephews, ob- 
tain'd the Crown, wasa Man of low Stature, Crook- 
back'd, the Left Shoulder much higher than the Right, 
and of a very crabbed and ſower Countenance ; his Mo- 
ther could not be deliver'd of him ; he was born Tooth'd, 


and with his Feet forward, contrary to the Courſe of 
Nature. | 


That 
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That like a Carkaſs ſtoll'n out of a Tomb, 65 
Came the wrong Way out of his Mother's Womb, 
With Teeth in's Head, his Paſſage to have torn, 

As tho' begot an Age e er he was born. 

W ho now will curb proud York, when he ſhall riſe? 
Or arm our Right againſt his Enterprize * 70 
W ho crop that Baſtard Weed which daily grows, 

To over-ſhadow our Vermillion Roſe ? 

Or who will muzzle that unruly Bear, 

W hoſe Preſence ſtrikes our People's Hearts with Fear? 
Whilſt on his Knees this wretched King is down, 75 
To fave them Labour, reaching at his Crown, 
Where like a mounting Cedar, he ſhould bear 

His plumed Top aloft into the Air; 

And let theſe Shrubs fit underneath his Shrouds, 

W hilft in his Arms he doth embrace the Clouds, 80 
O, that he ſhould his Father's Right inherit, 

Vet be an Alien to that 8 Spirit! 


3 TS... 
—ñññ — ] 
Ver. 72. [To over: Sado our Vermillion Reſe.] 


A 


The red Roſe was the Badge of the Houſe of Lan- 
caſter, and the white Roſe of York; which by the Mar- 
riage of Henry VII. with Elicabetb, indubitate Heir of 
the Houſe of York, was happily united, 


Ver. 73. [Or who will muzzle that unruly Bear “ 


The Earl of Warwick, the ſetter up and puller down 


of Kings, gave for tis Arms the white Bear 
and the ragged Staff. W 
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How were thoſe Pow'rs diſpers'd, or whither gone 
Should ſypathize in Generation | 

Or what oppoſed Influence had force, 85 
So much t'abuſe and alter Nature's Courſe? 

* All other Creatures follow aſter kind, 

* But Man alone doth not beget the Mind. 

My Daiſy- flower, which once perfum'd the Air, 
Which for my Favour Princes deign'd to wear. 90 
Now in the Duſt lies trodden on the Ground, 
And with York's Garland ev'ry one is crown'd: 
When now his Riſing waits on our Decline, 
And in our Setting, he begins to ſhine ; 

Now in the Skies that dreadful Comet waves, 95 
And who be Stars, but Warwzck's bearded Staves? 
And all thoſe Knees which bended once ſo low, 
Grow ſtiff, as though they had forgot to bow; 


4 


And 


Ver. 89. [My Dazſy-flower, which once perfum'd the Air, 
. Which for my Favour Princes dergn'd to wear, &c. 
The Daiſy in French is called Margaret, which was 
Queen Margaret*s Badge, wherewithal the Nobility and 
Chivalry of the Land, at her firſt Arrival, were ſo de- 
lighted, that they wore it in their Hats in Token of 
Honour. | 


* 
- 


Ver. 96. L Aud who be Stars but Warwicks bearded Staves.] 


The ragged and bearded Staff, was a Part of the Arms 
belonging to the Earldom of Warwick. 
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And none, like them, purſue me with Diſpite, 
Which moſt have cryed, God fave Queen Margarzte.100 
When Fame ſhall bruit thy Baniſhment abroad, 
The Yorki/s Faction then will lay on load; | | 
And when it comes once to the Weſtern Coaſt, 
O, how that Hag, Dame Elizor, will boalt ! 
And labour ftrait, by-all the Means ſhe can, 105 
To be call'd home out of the Ile of Man: | 
To which I know great Warwick will conſent C 
Jo have it done by Act of Parliament, e 
That to my Teeth my Birth ſhe may defy, 
Sland'ring Duke Rayner with baſe y 110 
The only way ſhe could deviſe to grieve me, 
Wanting ſweet Suffolk, which ſhould moſt relieve me. } 
And from that Stock doth ſprout another Bloom, ö 
A Kentzh Rebel, a bale upſtart Groom; 


And | 


Ver. 110. [Slandering Duke Rayner with baſe Beggary.] 1 


Rayner, Duke of Anon, called himſelf King of Naples, 
8:cily, and Fers/alem, who had neither Inheritance, nor 
receiv'd any Tribute from thoſe Parts; and was not able, 1 
at the Marriage of the Queen, of his own Charges, to 

ſend her into England, tho? he gave no Dower with her; | 
which by the Dutcheſs of Glouceſtrr, was often in diſ- 
grace, caſt in her Teeth. | 


Ver. 114. [4 Kentiſh Rebel, a Baſe upſtart Groom.] 


| This was Fack Cade, which cauſed the Kenti® Man \| 
to rebel, in the 28th Year of King Henry VI. 
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And this is he the White-Roſe muſt prefer, 17; 

By Clarence Daughter, match'd with Morti mer. 

Thus by York's means, this Raſcal Peaſant Cade, 

Muſt in all haſte P/antoginet be made: 

For that ambitions Duke ſets all on work, 

To ſound what Friends affect the Claim of York, 120 

[Whilſt he abroad doth practice to command, 

And makes us weak by ſtrength'ning Ireland; . 
More his own Power {till ſeeking to increaſe, 

Than for King Henry's Good, or England's Peace. 


Great Wincheſter untimely is deceas'd, 03-4220 
That more and more my Woes ſhould be increas'd. 
| Beauford, 


Ver. 115. [Ard this is be the white Roſe muſt prefer 
ba - ©. By Clarence Daughter match'd to fat A 


This od Cade, inſtructed by the Duke of York, 


bp. 8 to be deſcended from Mortimer, who married 
ady Pbilip, Daughter to the Duke of Clarence. 


Ver. 122. [And makes us weak by trength'ning Ireland. 


| The Duke of York being made Deputy of Ireland, firſt 
| there began to practice his long intended Purpoſe ; and 
.  ftrengthening himſelf by all Means poſſible, that he 
; might, at his Return into England, by open War, claim 
— which ſo long before he had pri vily gone about to 
Obtain. 


Ver. 125. [Great Wincheſter untimely is deceand.] 


Henry Beauford, Biſhop and Cardinal of Wincheſter, 
Son to Fobn of Gaunt, begot in his Age, was a proud 


- and 
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Beauford, whoſe Shoulders proudly bear up all, 
The Church's Prop, the famous Cardinal. 
The Commons (bent to Miſchief) never let, 
With France t'upbraid the valiant Somerſet, f 130 
Railing in Tumults on his Soldiers Loſs ; 
Thus all goes backwad, Croſs comes after Croſs: 
And now of late, Duke Humfrey's old Allies, 
With baniſh'd EPnor's baſe Accomplices, 
Attending their Revenge, grow wond'rous crouſe, 135 
And threaten Death and Vengeance to our Houſe ; 
And I alone the laſt poor Remnant am, 
T'endure theſe Storms with woful Buckingham, 
I pray thee, Poole, have Care how thou do'ſt paſs, 
Never the Sea yet half fo dangerous was; 140 


1 I pray 


— 


I — _ 


and ambitious Prelate, favouring mightily the Queen 
and the Duke of Syfo/k, continually heaping up innu- 
merable Treaſure, in hope to have Berz Pope, as him- 
ſelf on his Death - bed confeſſed. 


Ver. 130. [With France Pupbraid the valiant Somerlet.] 

Edmond Duke of Somerſet, in the 24th Year of Hen- 
ry VI. was made Regent of France, and ſent into Mor- 
mandy to defend the Englib Territories againſt the 
French Invaſions, but in ſhort Time he lot all that King 
Henry V. won; for which Cauſe the Nobles and Com- 
mons ever after hated him. 


Ver. 138. [ Tendure theſe Storms with W A Buckingham. 


Humfrey Duke of Buckingham was a great Favourite 
of the Queen's Faction, in the Time of Henry VI, 
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And one ſoretold, by Water thou ſhouldſt die, 

(Ah ! foul befal that foul-Tongue's Prephecy) 

Yet I by Night am troubled in my Dreams, 

That I do ſee thee toſsd in dang'rous Streams; | 

And oft-times Shipwreck'd, caſt upon the Land, 145 

And lying breathleſs on the queachy Sand ; 

And oft in Viſions ſee thee in the Night, 

Where thou at Sea maintain'ſt a dang'rous Fight, 

And with thy proved Target, and thy Sword, 

Beat'ſt back the Pyrate which would come aboard. 1 50 

Yet be not angry, that I warn thee thus, 

The trueſt Love is molt ſuſpicious. 

Sorrow doth utter what it ſtill doth grieve : 

But Hope forbids us, Sorrow to believe; 

And in my Counſel yet this Comfort is, | 7156 

It cannot hurt, altho* I think amiſs: 

Then live in Hope, in Triumph to return, 

When clearer Days ſhall leave in Clouds to mourn. 

But ſo bath Sorrow girt my Soul about.. 

That that Word Hope (methinks) comes flowly out, 160 

The Reaſon is, I know it here would reſt, 

Where it might ſtill behold thee in my Breaſt, 

Farewel, ſweer Poole, fain more I would indite. 

But that my Tears do blot what I do write. 1 
ED WAR D 


— 
* 


Ver. 141. [And one foretold, by Water thou ſbouldſt dye.] 


The Witch of Eye receiv'd Anſwer from her Spirit, 
that the Duke of Szffolk ſhould take heed of Water; 
which the Queen forewarns him of, as remembering the 
Witch's. Prophecy; which afterward came to paſs, 
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To THE 


RIGHT WORSH IPFUL 
Sir Thomas Munſon, K. 


S1R, 


A MONGST many which moſt deſervedly 
| love you, th J the least, yet am loth to 
belaſt, whoſe Endeavours may make known how 
highly they eſteem of your noble and kind Diſpoſition. 
Let this Epiſtle, Sir (1 beſeech you) which un- 
worthily wears the Badge of your worthy Name, 
acknowledge my Zeal with the reſt (tho* much leſs 
deſerving) which, for your ſake, do honour the | 


Houſe 
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their Motion in the Spirit, as the Liking of the 
Soul moveth the Afﬀettion. Your kind Acceptance 
of nty Zabour, Hall give ſome Life to my Muſe, 
which yet hovers in the Uncertainty of the general 
Cenſure. "FE 


MickAzL DRAYTON, 


Houſe of the Munſons. I know true Generoſiiy 


A & 
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JANE SHORE. | 


Edward IV. Son to Richard Duke of Vork, after be bad 
obtained quiet Poſſeſſion of the Crown, by depofing 
Henry VI. (which Henry was after murthered in the 
Tower by Grook'd-back'd Richard) bearing by Report 


— — — — — — — ny 
This Epiſtle of Edward to Mrs. Shore, and of her's to 
him, being of unlawful Affection, miniſtreth ſmall Oe- 
caſion of Hiſtorical Notes; for had he mention'd the 
many Battles beween the Lancaftrian Faction and him, 
or other warlike Dangers, it had been more like to 
Plautus boaſting Soldier, than a Kingly Courtier, Not- 
_ withſtanding, it ſhall not be amiſs to annex a Line or 
TWO. 


* 
. 
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of many, ths rare and wonderful Beauty of Mrs, Jane 
Shore (% called of ber Huiband, 'a Goldſmith n 
Lombard-Street) cometh bzmſelf diſguiſed to London, 
to ſee her; where, after he had once beheld her, be was 
ſurprized with ber admirable Beauty, that not long af 
ter be robbed ber Husband of bis deareſt Fewel, bat be 
ferſt, by thrs Epiſtle, writeth to his beauteous Para- 


__ mour, 


O thee the fair'ſt that ever breath'ſt the Air, 
From Exzgliſb Edward, to the faireſt Fair : 
Ah, would to God thy Title were no more. 
That no Remembrance might remain of Shore, 


To 


— ——_— — 


Ver. 2. [ From Engliſh Edward to the faireſ# Fair.) 


Edward IV. was by Nature very Chivalrous, and 
very Amorous, applying his ſweet and amiable Aſpect 
to attain his wanton Appetite the rather, which was fo 
well known to Lewrs the French King, who at their 
Interview invited him to Paris, that, as \. aha reports, 
being taken at his Word, he notwithſtanding Naka of 
the Matter, fearing the Pariſian Dames, with their witty 
Converfation, would detain' him Tonger than ſhould be 
for his Benefit; by which Means Eduard was diſap- 

inted of his Journey; and albeit Princes, whilſt they 
ive, have nothing in them but what is admirable; yet 
we need not miſtruſt the Flattery of the Court in thoſe 
Times; for certain it is, that his Shape was excellent, 
his Hair drew near to a Black, making the Favour = his 

| | ace 
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To countermand a Monarch's high Deſire, 5 
And bar mine Eyes of what they moſt admire! 
Oh! why ſhould Fortune make the City proud ! 
To give that more, than is the Court allow'd? 
Where they (like Wretches) hoard it up to ſpare, 
And do ixgroſs it, as they do their Ware. 10 
When Fame firſt blaz'd thy Beauty here in Court, 
Mine Eyes repuls'd it as a light Report: 
But when mine Eyes ſaw what mine Ear had heard, 
They thought Report too niggardly had ſpar'd ; 
And ſtrucken dumb with Wonder, did but mutter, 15 
Conceiving more than it had Words to utter. 
Then think of what thy Husband is poſſeſs'd, 
When I malign the Wealth wherewith he's bleſs'd; 
„When much Abundance makes the Needy mad, 
* Who having all, yet knows not what is had; 20 
* Into Fools Boſoms this good Fortune creeps, 
* And Sums come in, whilſt the bafe Miter ſleeps, 
If now thy Beauty be of ſuch Eſteem, 
Which all of fo rare Excellency deem? 
W hat would it be, and prized at what Rate, 25 
Were it adorned with a Kingly State? 
Which being now but in ſo mean a Bed, 
Is like an un- cut Diamond in Lead, | 
ek Eer 


— 


Face ſeem more delectable. Tho' the Smallneſs of his 
Eyes full of a ſhining Moiſture, as it took away ſome 
Comelineſs, ſo it argued much Sharpneſs of Underſtand- 
ing and Cruelty mingled together. And indeed George 
Buchanan (that imperious Scot) chargeth him, and other 
of thoſe Times, with Affectation of T yranny, as Richard 
III. manifeſtly did, n et Te $53) ä 


A 
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E'er it be ſet in ſome high-prized Ring, 

Or garniſhed with rich Enamelling ; 30 

We ſee the Beauty of the Stone is ſpilt, 

Wanting the gracious Ornament of Gilt. 
When frſt attracted by thy heavenly Eyes, 

Icame to ſee thee in a ſtrange Diſguiſe, 

Paſſing thy Shop, thy Husband call d me back, 

Demanding what rare Jewel I did lack, 

I want (thought I) one that 1 dare not crave, 

And one, I fear, thou wilt not let me have. 

He calls for Caskets forth, and ſhews me ſtore; 

Bur yet I knew he had one Jewel more, Ao 

And deadly curs'd him, that he did deny it, 

That I might not for Love or Money buy it. 

O, might I come a Diamond to buy, 

That had but ſuch a Luftre as thine Eye, 

Would not my Treaſure ſerve, my Crown ſhould go, 45 

If any. Jewel could be prized ſo 

An Agat, branched with thy bluſhing Strains, 8 

A . . but ſo azur'd as thy Veins; | 

My Kingly Scepter only ſhould redeem it, 

At ſuch a "Fram if Judgment could eſteem it. 5⁰ 
How fond and ſenſeleſs be thoſe Strangers then 

Who bring in Toys, to pleaſe the Engliſt Mien 2 | 
PE mile 


G2 
Ve 


* — — 
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Ver. 33. [When firſt attraffed by rby Heavenly Eyes. ] 
Edward's intemperate Defires, with which he was 
wholly overcome, how tragically they in his Off-ſpring 
were puniſhed, is univerſally known. A Mirrour repre- 
ſenting their Over-ſight, that rather leave their Children 
what to poſſeſs, than what to imitate - +=} 
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I ſmile to think, how fond the Talians are, 

To judge their artificial Gardens rare; ; 

When London in thy Cheeks can ſhew them here 35 
Roſes and Lillies growing all the Year: | | 
The Portugal, that only hopes to win, l 
By bringing Stones from fartheft India in; 

W hen happy Shore can bring them forth a Girl, | 
W hoſe Lips be Rubies, and her Teeth be Pearl. 60 
How filly is the Polander and Dane, 1 
To bring us Chryſtal from the frozen Main ? 
When thy clear Skin's Tranſparence doth ſurpaſs 
Their Chryſtal, as the Diamond doth Glafs. 
The fooliſh French, who bring in Traſh and Toys, 65 
To turn our Women Men, our Girls to Boys, | 


a R —ͤ — 


When 


*» 


Ver. 61, [How filly is the Polander and Dane, 
To bring us Cbryſtal from the frozen Main] 


Alluding to their Opinions, who imagine Chryſtal to 
bea Kind of Ice, and therefore it is likely, they who 
come from the frozen Parts, ſhould bring great Store of 
that tranſparent Stone, which is thought to be congeal'd 
with extreme Cold. Whether Chryſtal be Ice, or ſome 

other Liquor, I omit to diſpute, yet by the Examples 
of Amber and Corral, there may be ſuch an Induration 
for Solinus, out of Pliny, mentioneth, that in the Nor- 
therly Region, a yellow Jelly is taken up out of the Sea 
at low Tides, which he calls Succinum, we Amber.; ſo 
likewiſe, out of the Liguſtick Deep, a Part of the Medi- 
terranean Sea, a greeniſh Stalk is gathered, which, hard- 
ned in the Air, becomes Coral; either white or red. 


Amber 
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When with what Tire thou doſt thy felf adorn, 
That for a Faſhion only ſhall be worn; 
W hich tho? it were a Garment but of Hair, 


More rich than Robe, that ever Empreſs ware, "gs 


Methinks thy Husband takes his Mark awry, 

Fo ſet his Plate to fale when thou art by; 

When they which do thy Angel-looks behold, , 
As the baſe Droſs, do but refed his Gold, 

And wiſh one Hair, before that maſſy Heap, * 
And but one Lock, before the Wealth of Cbeap: 
And for no Cauſe elſe hold we Gold ſo dear, 

But that it is fo like unto thy Hair. 

And ſure, 1 think, Shore cannot chuſe but flout, 
Such as would find the great Elixir out. 80 
3 | And 


it. 8 6—— 


2 


Amber notwithſtanding is thought to drop out of Trees, 
as appears by Martial's Epigram. 


Et latet, & lucet Phaetonide condita gutta, 
Ut videatur apis NeFare clauſa ſuo 
Dignum tantoram pretium tulit ille Tabor um 3 


Credi bile eſt ipſam ſio voluiſſe mori. 


To behold a Bee incloſed in Electrum, is not fo rare 
as that a Boy's T hroat ſhould' be cut with the fall of an 
Ice-ſicle, the which Epigram is excellent, the 18. Lib. 
4. he calls it Pbaetoxtis Gutta, becauſe of that Fable 
which Ovid rehearſeth, concerning the Heliades or Phae- 
ton's. Siſters, metamorpoſed into thoſe Trees, whole 
Gum is Amber, where Flies a-lighting, are oftentimes 
tralucently impriſoned. e 
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And laugh to ſee the Alchymiſts, that choke + 
_ "Themſelves with Fumes,and waſte their Wealth in Smoke; 
When, if thy Hand but touch'd the groſſeſt Mold, 
It is converted to refined Gold: | 
When their's is barter'd at an eaſy Rate, 85 
Well known to all, to be adulterate ; n 
And is no more, when it by thine is ſet, 
'Than paltry Beugle, or the light-prized Jet. 
Let others wear Perfumes, for thee unmeet; 
If there were none, thou couldſt make all things ſweet. 90 
Thou comfortſt ev'ry Senſe with et Repal, 
To hear, to ſee, to feel, to ſmell, to taſte; 
Like a rich Ship, whoſe very refuſe Ware, 
Aromaticks, and precious Odours are. 
If thou but pleaſe to walk into the Paws ; 96 
To buy the Cambrick, Callico and Lawn, 
If thou the Whiteneſs of the ſame would prove, 
From thy far whiter Hand pluck off thy Glove; 
And thoſe which buy, as the Beholders ſtand, | 
Will take thy Hand for Lawn, Lawn for thy Hand. 100 
A thouſand Eyes, clos'd up by envious Night, 
Do wiſh for Day, but to enjoy thy Sight; 
And when they once have bleſzd their Eyes with thee, 
Scorn ev'ry Object elſe, whate'er they ſee ; 
So, like a Goddeſs, Beauty ſtill controuls, 105 
And hath ſuch pow'rful working in our Souls. | | 
| 'The Merchant, which in Trafik ſpends his Liſe, | 1 
Yet loves at home to have a handſome Wife; | 
The blunt-ſpoke Cynick, poring on his Book, 


oe Tae has. 4 ti. DA. 4 
rr 


8 Sometimes (aſide) at Beauty loves to look; 110 
; The Church-man, by whole Teaching we are led, 
. Allows what keeps Love in the Marriage- bed; 


5 | The 


290 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


"The bloody Soldier, ſpent in dang'rous Broils, 

With Beauty is content to ſhare his Spoils; | 

The buſy Lawyer, wrangling in his Pleas, 1135 

Findeth that Beauty gives his Labour Eaſe ; | 

The toiling tradeſman, and the ſweating Clown, 

Would have his Wench fair, tho' his Bread be brown; 

So much is Beauty pleaſing unto all, 

That Prince and Peaſant equally do call ; 129 

Nor ever yet did any Man delpile it, 

Except too dear, and that he could not prize it. 

Unlearn'd is Learning, artleſs be all Arts, 

If not imploy'd to praiſe thy ſev'ral Parts: 

Poor plodding School-men they are far too low, 125 

Which by Probations, Rules and Axioms go ; | 

He muſt be ſtill familiar with the Skies, 

W ho notes the Revolutions of thine Eyes: 

And by that Skill which meaſures Sea and Land, 

See Beauties all, thy Waiſt, thy Foot, thy Hand; 130 

W here he may find, the more that he doth view, 

Such rare Delights, as are both ſtrange and new; 

And other Worlds of Beauty, more and more, 

Which moves were diſcovered before: a | 

And to thy rare Proportion, to appl 121 

The Lair and Circles in * Goth: e | * 

Uſing alone Arithmetick's ſtrong Ground, 

Numb'ring the Virtues that in thee are found: 

And when theſe all have done what they can do, 

For thy Perfect ions, all too little too. N 140 

When from the Eaſt the Dawn hath gotten out, 

And gone to ſeek thee all the World about, 

Within thy Chamber hath ſhe fix'd her Light, | 

Where, but that Place, the World hath all been Night: 
hen 
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Then is it fit, that ev'ry vulgar Eye 445 
Should ſee Love banquet in her Majeſty? _ 

We deem thoſe Things our Eye do moſt frequent, 
„To be but mean, altho' moſt excellent; | 

« For Strangers, {till the Streets are ſwept and ſtrow'd, 


„Few look on ſuch as daily come abroad; 150 


Things much reſtrain'd, do make us much deſire them, 
And Beauties ſeldom ſeen, make us admire them. 
Nor is it fit, a City-ſhop ſhould hide 

'The World's Delight, and Nature's only Pride ; 
But in a Prince's ſumptuous Gallery, 155 
Hung all with Tiſſue, floor'd with Tapeſtry ; 

Where thou ſhalt fit, and from thy State ſhalt ſee 
The Tilts and Triumphs that are done for thee. | 
Then know the Difference (if thou liſt to prove) 
Betwixt a Vulgar and a Kingly Love ; 160 


And when thou find'ſt, as now thou doubt'ſt, the Truth, 


Be thou thy ſelf impartial Judge of both. ' 
Where Hearts be knit, what helps if not enjoy? 
Delay breeds Doubts, no Cunning to be coy ; 


Whilſt lazy Time his Turn to Tarriance ſerves, 165 


Love ſtill grows fickly, and Hope daily ſtarves: 
Mean while, receive that Warrant by theſe Lines, 
Which Princely Rule and Sov'reignty reſigns; 


Till when, theſe Papers, by their Lord's Command, 


By me ſhall. kiſs thy ſweet and lovely Hand, I 70 
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JANE SHORE 
EDWARD IV. 


S the weak Child, that from the Mother's Wing, 
Is taught the Lute's delicious fingering, | 

tev'ry String's ſoft Touch, is mov'd with Far, | 
Noting his Maſter's curious liſt'ning Ear; 
Whoſe trembling Hand, at ev'ry Strain bewrays, 5 
In what Doubt he his new-ſet Leſſon plays! 
As this poor Child, ſo fit I to indite, 
At ev'ry Ward ſtill quaking as I write. 
Would I had led an humble Shepherd's Life, 


Nor known the Name of Shore's admired Wife, 10 
ep | And 


Ver. 9. [Would I bad led an bumble & bepherd's afe, 
Nor known the Name of Shore's admir'd Wife] 
Two or three Poems written by ſundry Men, having 
magnified this Woman's Beauty; whom that Ornament 


of England, and London's more particular Glory, Sir Tho. 
Ee Maore, 


hd » FAY wowd 


England”; Heroical Epiſtles. 193 


And liv'd with them, in Country Fields that range, 
Nor ſeen the golden Cheap, nor glitt'ring Change. 
Here, like a Comet gaz'd at in the Skies, Rial 


Talk of all Tongues, and Object of all Eyes: 


Oft have I heard my Beauty prais'd of many, 15 
But never yet ſo much iis of any; | 

A Prince's Eagle-eye to find out that, 
Which common Men do ſeldom wonder at, 
Makes me to think Affection flatters Sight, 
Or in the Object ſomething 1 


Moore very highl hath raiſed her for Beauty, ſhe be- 


ing alive, in his Time, tho? poor and aged. Her Sta- 


ture was mean, her Hair of a dark brown, her Face 
round and full, her Eye gray, delicate Harmony being 
betwixt each Part's Proportion, and each Proportion's 
Colour, her Body fat, white, and ſmooth, her Counte- 
nance chearful, and like to her Condition, "That Pic- 
ture which I have ſeen of her's, was ſuch as ſhe roſe our 
of her Bed in the Morning, having nothing on but a rich 
Mantle caſt under one Arm over her Shoulder, and ſit- 
ting in a Chair on which her naked Arm did lie, What 


her Fathei's Name was, or where ſhe was born, is not 


certainly known; but Shore, a young Man of right 
goo 'Perſon, Wealth, and Behaviour, abandoned her 

ed after the King had made her his Concubine. 
Ricbard III. caufing her to do. Penance in Paul's Church- 


yard, commanded that no Man ſhould relieye her, 


which the Tyrant did not ſo much for his Hatred to 


Sin, but that, by making his Brother's Lite odious, he 


might cover his horrible Treaſon the more cun- 
ningly. 
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J 0o houſed Beauty ſeldom ſtoops Report, 
©< Fame muſt attend on that, which lives in Court. 
What Swan of bright Apollo's Brood doth ſing, 
To vulgar Love, in courtly Sonneting ? { 
Or what immortal, Poet's ſacred Pen 1 28 
Attends the Glory of a Citizen? | 7 
Oft have I wond'red, what ſhould blind your Eye, 
Or what fo far ſeduced Majeſty, 
That having Choice of Beauties ſo Divine, 
Amongſt the moſt, to chuſe this leaſt of mine? 30 
More glorious Suns adorn fair London's Pride, 
Than alf rieh Ezgiand's Continent beſide; 
That who taccount their Multitudes, would wiſh, 
Might number Rumney's Flowers, or Ii Fiſh. * 
| W 


— — — 
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Vex. 34. [ Might number Rumney's Flowers, or Iſis' Fiſh, 


- Ramney is that famous Marſh in Kent, at whoſe Side 
Rye, a Haven-town, goth ſtand. The excellent Eng- 
a Antiquary Mr. Camden, and Mr. Lambert, in his Pre- 
ambulation;*do make Mention of it. And Marſhes are 
commonly call'd thoſe low Grounds, which abut upon the 
Sea, and from the Latin Word are denominated. [fs is 
here uſed for Thameffs, by a ſynecduchical Kind of 
Speech, or by a poetical Liberty, in uſing one for ano- 
tber: for it is ſaid that Thame/ts is compounded of Tame 

and This, making, when they met, that renowned Wa- 
ter running by e a City much more renowned than 


that Water: Which being plentiful of Fiſh, is the 
Cauſe alſo why all Things elſe are plentiful W 
ö | More- 
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W ho doth frequent our Temples, Walks and Streets, 35 

Noting the ſundry Beauties that he meets, 

But thinks that Nature left the wide- World poor, 

And made this Place the Chequer of her Store ; 

As Heav'n and Earth had lately fall'n at Jars. 

And grown to vying Wonders, dropping Stars. 

That if but ſome one Beauty ſhould incite 

Some facred Muſe, ſome raviſh'd Spirit to write, 

Here might he fetch the true Prometbe an Fire, 

That After-Ages ſhould his Lines admire ; 

Gathering the Honey from the choiceſt Flow'rs, 45 

Scorning the witherd Weeds in Country Bow'rs. 

Here in this Garden, only, ſprings the Roſe, 

In ev'ry common Hedge the Bramble grows: 

Nor are we ſo turn'd Neapolitan, | 

That might incite ſome 428 Mantua, H 
2 | 0 


8 
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Moreover, I am perſuaded, that there is no River in the 
World beholds more ſtately Buildings on either Side 

uite thro*, than the Thames. Much is reported of the 
Grand Canal at Venice, tor that the Fronts on either Side 
are ſo gorgeous. 


Ver. 50. { That might incite ſome fuul-moutb'd Mantuan.] 


Mantuan, a Paſtoral Poet, in one of his Eclogues 
bitterly enveyeth againſt Womankind ; ſome of 
which, by Way of Appendix, might be here inſerted, 
ſeeing the fantaſtick and inſolent Humours of many of 
that Sex, delerve much ſharper Phyſick, were it not, that 
they 
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And have juſt Cauſe to rail upon our Sex; 

To prink old Wrinkles up in new Attire, _ 

To alter Nature's Courſe, prove Time a Lyar; 

to' Fate abuſe, and Heav'n's juſt Doom reverſe, 56 


- On Beauty's Grave to ſet a crimſon Hearle ; 


With a deceitful Foil to lay a Ground, 


To make a Glaſs to ſeem a Diamond: 


Nor cannot without Hazard of our Name, HY 

In Faſhion follow the Venetian Dame; | .60 

Nor the fantaſtick French to imitate, 

Attir'd half Spaniſb, half alianate; 

Ner Waiſt, nor Curl, Body nor Brow adorn, 

That is in Flerence, or in Genoa born. 75 
But with vain Boaſts how witleſs fond am 1, 65 

'Thus to draw on mine own Indignity ? 

And what tho' married when I was but young, a 

Before I knew what did to Love belong; 

Yet he which now's poſſeſſed of the Room, | 

Crop'd Beauty's Flower when it was in the Bloom, 70 

And goes away enriched with the Store, | 

Whilit others glean, where he had reap'd before 

And he dares ſwear that I am true 5 juſt, 

And ſhall I then deceive his honeſt Truſt? 

Or what ſtrange Hope ſhould make you to affail, 753 

Where the ſtrong'ſt Batt'ry never could prevail? 

Be-like you think; that I repuls'd the reſt, 

To leave a King the Conqueſt of my Breaſt, | 

/ And 


they are grown wiler, than to amend for ſuch an 
idle Poet's Speech as Mantuan; yea, or for, Euripides 


- himſelf, or Scneca's inflexible Hippolitus. 


1 
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And have thus long preſerv'd my Life from all, 

To have a Monarch glory in my Fall; 80 

Vet let me rather die the vileſt Death, 

Than live to draw that Sin- polluted Breath. 

But our kind Hearts, Men's Tears cannot abide, 

And we leaſt angry oft, when moſt we chide. 

Too well know Men what our Creation made us, 85 

And Nature too well taught them to invade us 

They but too well, know how, what, when, and where, 

To write, to ſpeak, to ſue, and to forbear, 

By Sighs, by Signs, by Motions, and by Tears, 

When Vows ſhould 7 hy when Oaths, when Smiles, 
when Prayers. 90 

What one Delight our Humours moſt do move, 

Only in that you make us nouriſh Love. 

TF any natural Blemiſh blot our Face, 

You do proteſt, it gives our Beauty Grace; | 

And what Attire we moſt are as'd to wear, 95 

That, of all other, excellent'ſt, you ſwear : a 

And if we walk, or fit, or ſtand, or lie, 

It muſt reſemble ſome one Deity ; 

And what you know we take Delight to hear, 

That you are ever ſounding in our Ear; 190 

And yet ſo ſhameleſs, when you tempt us thus, 

To lay the Fault on Beauty and on us. 

Rome's wanton Ovid did thoſe Rules impart, 

O, that your Nature ſhould be help'd with Art! 

W ho would have thought, a King that cares to reign 
Infore'd by Love, fo Poet-like ſhould feign ? roc: 
To ſay that Beauty, Time's ſtern Rage to ſhun, 
In my Cheeks, Lillies, hid her from the Sun; 
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And when ſhe meant to triumpht in her May, 

Made that her Eaſt, and here ſhe broke her Day: 1:@ 
And that fair Sammer ſtill is in my Sight, 

And, but where I am, all the World is Night : 

As tho? the Fair'ſt &er fince the World began, 

To me a Sun-burnt baſe Egyptian. 

But yet I know more than I mean to tell, 115 
(O would to God you knew it not too well!) 
That Women oft their moſt Admirers raiſe, 

Tho? publickly not flatt'ring their own Praiſe. 
Our churliſh Husbands, who our Youth. enjoy'd, | 
Who with our Dainties have their Stomachs cloy'd, 1 20 
Do loath, our ſmooth Hands with their Lips to feel, 
T'enrich our Favours, by our Beds to kneel, 

At our Command to wait, to ſend, to go, 

As ev'ry Hour our amorous Servants do; 155 
Which makes, a ſtoll'n Kiſs often we beſtow, 125 
In Earneſt of a greater Good we owe. 1 
When he all Day torments us with a /Frown, 

Yet ſports with Venus in a Bed of Down : 

Whoſe rude Embracement but too ill beſeems 

Her ſpan-broad-Waift, her white and dainty Limbs ; 130 
And yer till preaching Abſtinence of Meat, 
When he himſelf of ev'ry Diſh will eat. 

Blame you our Husbands then, if they deny 
Our publick-Walking, our looſe Liberty? 

If with Exception ftill they us debar 135 
The Circuit of the publick Theatre ; | — 
Io 


— . 
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Ver. 136. [The Circuit of the publick Theatre.) * 
Ovid, a moſt fit Author for ſo diffolute a _— 


* 
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To hear the Poet in a comick Strain, 
Able Yinfe with his laſei vious Scene; 
And the young wanton Wits, when they applaud 
The fly Perſuaſion of ſome ſubtle Bawd ; 140 
Or paſſionate 145.4 in his Rage | 
Acting a Love-fick Paſſion on the Stage : 
When though Abroad reſtraining us to roam, 
They very wat keep us ſaſe at Home; | 
And oft are touch'd with Fear and inward Grief, 145 
Knowing rich Prizes ſooneſt tempt a Thief. 
What Sports have we, whereon our Minds to ſet ? 
Our Dog, our Parrot, or our Marmuzet ; 
Or once a Week to walk into the Field; | 
Small is the Pleafure that theſe Toys do yield; 156 
But to this Grief a Medicine you apply, 

To cure Reſtraint with that ſweet Liberty; 
And Sovereignty, O that bewitching Thing, 
Yet made more great, by Promiſe of a King ; 

| 11 And 


K — * 


— 


calls the Place, Cba/tity*s Shipwrack ; for though Sbore's 
Wife wantonly pleads for Liberty, which is the true 
Humour of a Citizen; Net much more is the Praiſe of 
Modeſty, than that of ſuch Liberty. Howbeit, the 
Veſtal Nuns had Seats affigned them in the Roman 
Theatre: Whereby it ſhould appear, it was counted no 
Impeachment to Modeſty ; though they, offending 
therein, were buried Quick : A ſharp Law for them, 

who may ſay as Shore's Wife does; | 


When though abroad refrainin us fo roam, 
75 at Home. 


They very bardly keep us 
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And more, that Honour which doth moſt intice 153 
The holy'ſt Nun, and ſhe that's ne'er ſo nice. 
Thus ſtill we ſtrive, yet overcome at length, 

For Men want Mercy and poor Women Strength: 

Yet grant, that we could meaner Men reſiſt, 

When Kings once come, they conquer as they liſt. 160 
Thou art the Cauſe, Sbore pleaſeth not my Sight, 
That his Embraces give me no Delight; 
Thou art the Cauſe I to my ſelf am 1 0 
Thy Coming is my Full, thy Set my, Change. 

Long Winter Nights be Minutes, if thou here; . 165 
Short Minutes, if thou abſent, be a Year. | 
And thus, by Strength, thou art become my Fate, 

And mak'ſt me love even in the midſt of Hate, 168 


MARY 
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TO THE 


RIGHT WORSHIPPFUL 
Sir HENRY GOODERE; 
Of Powlſworth, K. 


S1R, 


HIS Poem of mine, which JI imparted to 
Jou, at my being with you at your Lodę- 

ing at London in May laſt, brought at length 
to Perfection (emboldened by your wonted Fa- 
vours) I adventure to make you Patron of. Thus, 
Sir, you ſee I have adventured to the World, with 
what Like or Diſlike, I know not : If it pleaſe 
(which. I much doubt of) I pray you then he Par- 
taker of that which 1 ſhall eſteem not _ leaſt 
' Good 5 
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Good ; if Difſlike, it ſhall leſſen ſome Part of my 
Grief, if it pleaſe you to allow but of my Love: 
Howſoever, I pray you accept it as kindly as I 
offer it, which, though without many Proteſta- 
tions, yet, I aſſure you, with much Deſire of 
your Honour. Thus, until ſuch Time as 1 may in 
fome Meaſure make known my Love to the hap- 

and generous Family of the Gooderes (to 
which I confeſs my ſelf to be bebolden for the moſt 
Part of. m Education) I wiſh you all Happi- 
eſs. | 


* 


MicuAzkl DRA VYTON, 


=... 
The F rench Queen 


. * 0 r 
CHARLES BRANDON 


Duke of Sur FoLE, 


The ARGUMENT, 


Mary, the Daughter of that renowned Prince King 
Henry VII, Zeing very young at ber Father's Death, was 
after, by ber Brother King Henry VIII, given in 
Marriage to Lewis King of France, being a Man old 
and decrepit ; This fair and beautiful Lady, Jong be- 
fore bad placed ber Affections on Charles Brandon 
Duke of Suffolk, a brave and couragious young Gen- 
theman, and an eſpecial Favorite of the King ber _ 
1 tber, 


* 


206 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


ther, and a Man raiſed by bim. King Lewis, 
the Husband of the beautiful Queen, died not Jong af- 
ter be was married, and Charles Brandon bavzn 
Commiſſion from the King 10 bring ber back to Eng- 
Land, but being — by ſome finiſter Means, the 
_ French Queen writeth this Epiſtle to haſten the Duks 
Forward on bis intended Voyage to France. 


U CH Health from Heav'n my ſelf may wiſh to me; 


Such Health from France Queen Mary ſends to thee : 


Brandon, how long mak'ſt thou Excuſe to ſtay, 

And know'ft how, xl we Women brook delay ? 

If one poor Channel thus can part us two, 1 

Tell me, unkind, what would an Occean do? 

Leander had an Helleſpont to ſwim, 

Yet this from Hero could not hinder him ; 

His Bark, poor Soul, his Breaft ; his Arms his Oars, 

But thou a Ship to land thee on the Shores 10 

And oppoſite to famous Kent, doth lie 

The pleafant Fields of flow'ry Picardy, 

Where our fair Calais, walled in her Sand, 

In kenning of the — ſtands. 

Here is no Bedlam 

When wantoning, we revel in my Tower; 

Nor-need 1 top my Turret with a Light, 

To guide thee to me, as thou ſwim'ſt by Night; 

Compar'd with me, wert thou but half fo kind, 

Thy Sighs ſhould ft 

But ah thy Breaſt's becalm'd, thy Sighs be flack, 

And mine too ſtiff, and blow thy broad Sails back. 

Perhaps thov'lt ſay, that I ſhould blame the Flood, 

— — Wind b fall againk thee food: | 4 

Nay 


urſe, to pout nor lour, 15 


uff chy Sails, tho wanting Wind: 20 


f 
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Nay blame it not, that it did roughly blow ; 26 
For it did chide thee that thou waſt ſo ſlow ; 
Think not it came to keep thee in the Bay, 
"Twas ſent from me, to bid thee come away: 
But that thou vainly Tet'ſt Occaſion ſlide, 
Thou might'{ have wafted hither with the Tide. 30 
If when thou com'ſt, I knit mine angry Brow, | 
Blame me not, Brandon, thou haſt broke thy Vow ; 
Yet if I meant to frown, I might be dumb, — 
For this may make thee ſtand in Doubt to come: 
Nay come, ſweet Charles, have Care thy Ship to guide, 
Come, my Sweet- heart, in Faith I will not chide. 36 

When as my Brother, and his lovely Queen, 
In fad Attire for my Depart were ſeen, | 
The utmoſt Date expir'd of my Stay, 

hen I from Dover did depart away ; 49 

Thou know'ſt what Woe I ſuffer'd for thy fake, 
How oft I — of thee my Leave to take; 
God and thou know'ſt, with what an heavy Heart 
I took my Farewel, when I ſhould depart ; 
And being aue gave Signal with my Hand 45 
Up to the Cliff, where I did ſee thee ſtand; 


— 


Nor 


* 


Ver. 39. [ The utmo/} Dare * red of my Stay, 
| 25 When I for Dover & depart 230 


King Henry VIII. with the Queen and Nobles, in the 
Kfth Year of his Reign, in the Month of September, 


brought this Lady to Dover, where the took Shipping 
for France, | 


1 
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Nor could refrain, in all the Peoples View, 

But cry'd to thee, Sweet Charles, adieu, adiey.” | | 
Look how a little Infant, that has loft © | 
The Thing wherewith it was delighted moſt, 50 | 
Weary with ſeeking, to ſome Corner creeps, 
And there, poor Soul, it fits it down and weeps ; 

And when the Nurſe would fain content the Mind, 

Yet ſtill it mourns, for that it cannot find: 

Thus in my careful Cabin did The, 535 

When as the Ship out of the Road did flie. * 

| Think'ſt thou my Love was faithful then to thee, 

| When young Cafzle to England ſu'd for me? 

| Be Judge thyſelf, if it were not of Power, 

When I refus'd an Empire for my Dower. _ 

To England's Court, when once Report did bring, 

| How thou in France did'ſt revel with the King; 


wee 


When he in Triumph of his Victory, 

| Under a rich embroid'red Canopy, Gs 
ö : wok — 48 — rer Enter -d 

Ver. 57. [Tin thou my Love was faithful unto thee, 

- When young Caſtile to England ſu for me.] 

It was agreed and concluded betwixt Henry VII. and 
Pbilip King of — Son to Maximilian the Emperor, 
that Charles, eldeſt Son of the ſaid Philip, ſhould mar- 
8 the Lady Mary, Daughter to King Henry, when 
they came of Age: Which Agreement was atterwards, 
in the eight Year of Henry VIII. annihilated, 


Ver. 63. [When be, in triumph of bis Vicłory, i 
Under a rich embroid'red Canopy, &c.] 
Henry VIII. after the long Siege of Tourney, 
which was delivered to him upon Compoſition, en- 
ter d 


7 
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— 
- 
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Enter'd proud Tourney, which did trembling ftand, 65 

To beg for Mercy at his conqu'ring Hand ; | 

To hear of his Endearments, how I joy'd ? 

But fee, this Calm was ſuddenly deſtroy'd. 

When Charles of Caſtile to their Ban uet came, 

With him his Siſter, that ambitious Bike 70 

Savoy's proud Dutcheſs, knowing how long ſhe 7 

All Means had try'd to win my Love from me; 

Fearing my Abſence might thy Vows acquite, -- 

To change thy Mary for a Margarite, W. 
N | en 


| ter'd the City in Triumph, under a Canopy of Cloth 


of Gold, born by four of the chief and moſt noble 
Crtizens ; the King himſelf mounted upon a gallant 
ſer barbed with the Arms of England, France and 
reland. N | | & 


Ver. 69. [When Charles of Caſtile there to n 
ith bim, his Siſter, that ambitious Dame, 


Savoy's proud Dutebeſ. 1] 


The Ling being at Tourney, there came to him the 
Prince of Caſtile, and the Lady Margaret, Dutcheſs of 
Savoy, his Siſter, to whom the King, gave great Enter- 


tainment. 


Ver. 71. [Savoy's proud Dutcheſs, knowing how long ſbe 


Al Means had tryd to win my Love from me.] 


At this Time there was a Speech of a ry, to 
be concluded, between Charles Brandon, then Lil 
Ile, 
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When in King Henry's Tent of Cloth of Gold, 75 

She often did thee in her Arms enfold; : 

Where you were feaſted more deliciouſly, 

Than Cleopatra did Mark Anthony ; 

Where. Sports all Day did entertain your Sight, 

And then in Maſs you paſs'd away the Night; 89 

But thou wilt fay, tis proper unto us, 

That we by Nature all are jealous : 

L muſt confeſs *tis oft found in our Sex, 

But who not loves, nor any Thing ſuſpefts; 

True Love doth look with pale fufpicious Eye, 83 

Take away Love, if you take Jealouſy. 
Tur win and Tourney when 8 Henry took, 

For this grant Change who then did ever look? 

When Maximilian to thoſe Wars addreſs'd 


Wore England's Croſs on his Imperial Breaſt, 90 


And 


Liſle, and the Dutcheſs of Savoy ; the Lord Life being 
highl) 3 and exceedingly beloved of the 
utcheſs. | 
Ver. 75. 92 r Henry's Tent / Cloth of 
3 od.] | Cris as 
' The King caufed a rich Tent of Cloth of Gold to be 


, eretted, where he feaſted the Prince of Caſtile, and 


the Dutcheſs, and entertained them with ſumptuous 
Masks and Banquets, during their, Abode. 
Ver. go. [When Maximilian to thoſe Wars addreſs, © 
8 es England's Croſi on bis Imperial Heeg 
Maximilian the Emperor, with all his Soldiers, which 
ferved under King Henry, wore the Croſs of St. George, 
with the Roſe on their Breaſts. 


+ — rm, D fry 


England's Heroical E piſtles. 


And in our Army let his Eagle fly, 
That view'd our Enfighs with a wond'ring Eye ; 

Little thought I when Fullen firſt was won, 

Wedlock ſhould end,' what angry War begun. 

From which I vow, I yet am free in Thought, 95 
But this alone by Wolſey's Wit was wrought ! 

To his Advice the King gave free Conſent, 

That will I, nill I, I muſt be content. 

My Virgin's Right, thy State could not advance, 

But now enriched with the Dower of France; 180 
Then, but poor Suffolk's Dutcheſs had I been, 

| Now, the great Dowager, the moſt Chriſtan Queen. 
But I perceive where all thy Grief doth lie, 

Lewis of France had my Virginity : 

He 

Ver. 92. [And in our Army let his Eagle y.] 
The black Eagle is the Badge Imperial, which here 

is uſe] for the Mui of his Enſign or Standard. 
Ver. 93. 4, « ops our Enfigns with a wond'ring 

* . 

Henry VIII. at his Wars in France, retained the 
Emperor, and all his Soldiers in Wages, which ſerved 
under him during thoſe Wars. | 

Ver. 96. [But this alone by Wolſey's Wit was 

wrong br.] | 

Thomas Wolſey, The King's Almoner, then Biſhop of 
Lincoln, a Man of great Authority with the King, and 
afterward Cardinal, was the chiet Cauſe that this Lady 
Mary was married to the old French King, with whom 


the French had dealt under-hand, to befriend him in 
that Match. 
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He had, indeed, but ſhall I tell thee what, 105 

Believe me, Brandon, he had ſcarcely that: 

Good feeble King, he could not do much Harm, 

But Age muſt needs have ſomething that is warm; 

Small Drops, God knows, do quench that heatleſs 

Ire, 

* When all the Strength is only in Deſire. 110 

And I could tell, if Modeſty might tell, 

There's ſomething elſe that pleaſeth Lovers well; 

To reſt his Cheek upon my ſofter Cheek, 

Was all he had, and more he did not ſeek- 

So might the little Baby clip the Nurſe, 115 

And it content, ſhe ne'er a whit the worſe: 

Then think this Brandon, if that make thee frown, 

He on my Head, for Maidenhead, ſet a Crown. 

Who would not change, a Kingdom for à Kiſs ? 

Hard were the Heart that would not yield him this; 120 

And Time yet hatf.ſo ſwiftly doth. not paſs, 

Nor yet full five Months older then I was. | 

When thou to France conducted waſt by Fame, 

With many Knights which from all Countries came, 

To ſee me at St. Denis on my Throne, 125 

Where Lewis held my Coronation ; | 30 

Where the proud Dauphine, for thy Valour ſake, 

Choſe thee at Tilt his Princely Part to take, nad 
= 1 2 T en 
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Ver, 125. ¶ M bere the proud Daupbine, for thy Valour 
þ | | - 


ake, | 
Choſe thee at Tilt bis Princely Part to take. 


Francit Duke of V alots, and Dauphine of France, at 
the Marriage of the Lady Mary, in Honour thereof 
pro- 
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Grieved therewith, I turn'd away my Sight, 


And when the gentle Air breaths on his Top, 
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When as the Sta ves upon thy Cask did dight, 
nab 

And ſpake aloud, when I _—_ forgot, f 

*Tis my ſweet Charles, my Brandon, hurt him not: 

But when J fear'd the King perceived this, 

Good filly Man I pleas'd him with a Kiſs, 

And to extol his valiant Son began, 135 

That Europe never bred a braver Man; 

And when, poor King, he ſimply praiſed thee 

Of all the reſt I ask'd which thou ſhould'ſt be? 

Thus I with him diſſembled for thy fake, 

Open Confeſſion now Amends mull make. 140 

W hilft this old King upon a Pallat lies, 

And only holds a Combat with mine Eyes ; 

Mine Eyes from his, by thy Sight ſtoll'n away, 

Which might too well their Miſtreſs Thoughts 


bewray. 
But when I ſaw thy proud unconquer'd Launce 


I 
Io bear the Prize from all the Flow'r of Fance; 45 


To ſee what Pleaſure did my Soul embrace, 
Might eaſily be diſcerned in my Face. 

Look, as the Dew upon a Damask Roſe, 

How thro' that liquid Pearl his Bluſhing ſhows, 150 
From the ſweet Leaves falls eas ly Drop by Drop; 
Thus by thy Cheek, diſtilling from mine Eyes, 

One Tear tor Joy another's Room ſupplies. 

Before mine Eye, like Touch, thy Shape did prove, 155 
Mine Eye condemn'd my too, too partial Love ; 


But 


proclaimed Fuſts ; where he choſe the Duke of Safe 
folk and the Marquiſs of Dorſet, for his Aids at all 


Martial Exerciſes. 


— 
1 


— 
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But fince by others L the ſame do try, 
My Love condemns my too, too partial Eye. 


'The precious Stone, moſt beautitul and rare, 
When with itſelf we only it compare, | 160 
We deem all other of that Kind to be ft 2.5 


As excellent, as that we only ee ; 


But when we judge of that, with others by, 
Too credulous we do condemn our Eye, 21 
Which then appears more orient, and more bright, 165 
Having a Foil whereon it ſhews its Light. 

Alanſon, a fine-timber'd Man, and tall, 

Yet wants the Shape thou art adorn'd withal ; 

Vandome good Carriage, and a pleaſing Eye, 

Yet hath not Su#o/Þ's Princely Majeſty ; 170 
Couragious Bourbon, a ſweet Manly Face, 

Yet in his Looks lacks HBrandon's Courtly Grace. 

Proud Longaville ſuppos'd to have no Peer, 
A Man ſcarce made was thought, whilſt thou waſt here. 
The Count Saint-Paul, our beſt at Arms in France, 175 
Would yield himſelf a Squire, to bear thy Lance. 
Galeas and Bounarme, matchleſs for their Might, 
Under thy tow'ring Blade have couch'd in Fight. 


— 


Ver. 177. [Galeas and Bounarme, watchleſs for their 
Migbt.] 
This Count Galeas, at the Juſts, ran a Courſe with a 


Spear, which was at the Head five Inches ſquare on 


every Side, and at the But nine Inches ſquare, where- 
by e ſhewed his wond'rous Force and Strength. 
This Boanarme, a Gentleman of France, at the 5 — 

' "hy ime. 
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If with our Love my Brother angry be, | 
Pll ſay, to 2 him, I-firſt fancied thee; 180 
And but to frame my Liking to his Mind, 

Never to thee had I been half ſo kind, | 

) Worthy my Love, the Vulgar judge no Man, 
Except a Torkiſt or Lancaſtrian : | 
Nor think, that my Affection ſhould be ſet, - 185 
But in the Line of great Plantaginet. 
I mind not what the idle Commons ſay, | 

I pray thee, Charles, make Haſte and come away. 

To thee what's England, if I | be not there ? 
Or what to me is Nas: if thou not here? 199 
Thy Abſence makes me angry for a while, | 
But at thy Preſence I ſhould gladly ſmile. 

When laſt of me, his Leave my Brandon took, 
He ſware an Oath, and made my Lips the Book, 
He would make Haſte, which now thou doſt deny; 19g 
Thou art forſworn : O wilful Perjury ! 

Sooner would I with greater Sins diſpence, 

Than by Intreaty pardon this Offence. 

But then I think, if I ſhould come to ſhrive thee, 

Great were the Fault that I ſhould not forgive thee, 205 

Yet wert thou here, I ſhould revenyed be, 

But it ſhould be with too much loving thee. 

Ay, that is all that 'thou ſhalt fear to taſte ; | 

I pray thee, Brandon, come, ſweet Charles make haſte, 
| CHARLES 


9 


— 


Time came into the Field, armed at all Points, with 
ten Spears about him: In each Stirrop three, under each 
Thigh one, one under his left Arm, and one in his 
Hand; and putting his Horſe to the Career, never 
ſtopped him till he had broken every Staff. Hall. 


. K IEEE 


Or pleaſant Calais were my Mary's C'eſt, 
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CHARLES BRANDON 


Duke of SUFFOLK, 
SD. 


. 
The French Queen. 


U T that my Faith commands me to ſorbear; 

The Fault's your own, if I impatient were; 
Were my Diſpatch ſuch as ſhould be my Speed, 
1 ſhould want Time your loving Lines to read. 
Here in the Court, Camelion-like I fare, _ 5 
And, as that Creature, only feed on Air; | 
All Day I wait, and all the Night I watch, 
And ſtarve mine Ears, to hear of my Diſpatch. 

If Dover were th' Abydos of my Reſt, 


10 
You ſhould not need, bright Queen, to blame me ſo, 
Did not the Diſtance, to Deſire ſay no: 
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No tedious Night from Travel ſhould be free, 
Till thro? rhe Seas, with ſwimming {till to thee, 
A ſnowy Path I made-unto thy Bay, 15 
So bright as is that Nectar-ſtained Way, 
The reſtleſs Sun by travelling doth wear, 
Paſſing his Courſe to finiſh up the Year. 
But Parzs locks my Love within the Main, 
And London yet thy Brandon doth detain. 20 
Of thy firm Love thou put'ſt me ſtill in mind, 
But of my Faith, not one Word can I find. 
When Longaville to Mary was affy'd, 
And thou by him waſt made King Lewzs Bride, 
Oft have I wiſh'd that thou a Prize might'ſt be, 25g 
That I in Arms might combat him for thee ! 
And in the Madneſs of my Love diſtraught, 
A thouſand times his Murther have fore-thought : 
„But that th'All-ſeeing Pow'rs, which fit above, 
„ Regard not Madmen's Oaths, nor Faults in Love, 30 
* And have confirm'd it by the Grant of Heaven, 
That Lovers Sins on Earth ſhould be forgiven ; 
For never Man is half fo much diſtreſs'd, 
As he that loves to ſee his Love poſſeſs'd, | 
Coming to Ric bmond after thy Depart, | 35 
Richmond, whete firſt thou ſtoll'ſt away my Heart, 
Methought it look'd not as it did of late, 
But wanting thee, forlorn and deſolate, 

0 FS. L x 


Ver. 23. [When Longaville to Mary was 27d. . 
The Duke of Longaville, who was Priſoner in Eng- 
land, upon the Peace to be concluded between Exgland and 


France, was deliver'd, and married to the Princeſs Mary, 
for Lewis the Frencb King, his Maſter. ble. 


In 
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f — 2 ol ICS Has often haſt been ſeen, 

o ſport with Cath'rine, Henry's beauteous Queen, 4 
Aſtoniſhing fad Winter with thy Sight, 
So that for thee the Day hath put back Night; 

And the ſmall Birds, as in the pleaſant Spring, 

Forgot themſel ves, and have begun to ſing. 

So oft as I by Thames go and return, 45 

Methinks for thee the River yet doth mourn, 

Whom I have ſeen to let his Stream at large, 

Which, like an Hand-maid, waited on thy Barge ; 

And if thou hap'ſt againſt the Flood to row, 

Which Way it ebb'd, it preſently would flow, 50 

Weeping in Drops upon the labouring Oars, 

For ; = that it had got thee from the Shores. 

The Swans, with Muſick that the Rowers make, 

Kuffing their Plumes, came gliding on the Lake, 

As the ſwift Dolphins, by Arion's Strings, 55 

Were brought to Land, with Syren Raviſhings; 

The Flocks and Herds that Paſture near the Flood, 

'To gaze on thee, have oft foreborn their Food, 

And fat down ſadly mourning by the Brim, 

'That they by Nature were not made to ſwim. 60 

When as the Poſt to England's royal Court, 

Of thy hard Paſſage biought the true Report, 

How in a Storm thy well-rigg'd Ships were toſgd, 
And thou thyſelf in Danger to be loſt : a, 

RA - I knew 


Ver. 63.[ How in a $. kor thy well-rigg'd Ships were 70 5d, 
= And thou, &c.] f 
As the Queen failed for France, a mighty Storm aroſe 
at Sea, ſo that the Navy was in great Danger, * hs 
OM evere 
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knew *ewas Venus loath'd that aged Bed, | 65 

Where Beauty ſo ſhould be diſhonoured ; 

Or fear'd the Sea-Nymphs haunting of the Lake, 

If thou but ſeen, their Goddeſs ſhould forſake. 

And whirling round her Dove-drawn Coach about, 

To view the Navy then in launching out, 70 

Her airy Mantle looſely doth unbind, 

Which tanning forth a rougher Gale of Wind, 

Wafted thy Sails with ſpeed unto the Land, 

And ran thy Ships on By{lozgne's hard'ring Strand. 

How ſhould I joy of thy Arrive to hear? 73 

But as a poor Sea-fairing Paſſenger, 

After long Travel, Tempeſt-torn, and wrack'd, 

By ſome unpity'ng Pyrate that is fack'd ; 

Hears the falſe Robber that hath ſtoll'n his Wealth, 

Landed in ſome ſafe Harbour, and in-Health, 80 

Inriched with invaluable Store, | | 

For which he long had travelled before. | 

When thou to 4b:v7/le held'ſt the appointed Day, 

We heard how Læuis met thee on the Way; j 
L 2 Where 


* 


—_— 


—_ 


ſervered, ſome driven upcn the Coaſt of Flanders, ſome on 
Britain: The Ship wherein the Queen was, was driven 
into the Haven at Bulloigne with very great Danger. 


Ver. 83. [When thou to Abi ville heldiſt tY appointed Day.] 


King Lewis met her by Abiville, near the Foreſt ol 
Arders, and brought her into Able with great Solem- 
Nit y. ; 
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Where thou, in glitt'ring Tiſſue mee dight, 83 


Appear'd'ſt unto him like the Queen of Light; 

In Cloth of Silver, all thy Virgin Train, 05 

In Beauty ſumptuous, as the Northern Wain; 

And thou alone the foremoſt glorious Star, . 

Which led the Team of that great Waggoner. 90 

What could thy Thought be, but as 1 did think, 

When thine Eyes taſted what mine Ears did drink? 

A cripple King, laid Bed-rid long before, 

Yet at thy Coming, crept out of the Door: 

*T was well he rid, he had no Legs to go, 95 

But this thy Beauty forc'd his Body to; | 

For whom a Cullice had more fitter been, 

'Than in a golden Bed a gallant Queen, 

To uſe thy Beauty, as the Miſer Gold, | 

Which hoards it up but only to behold ; . 709 

Still looking on it with a jealous Eye, hi 

Fearing to lend, yet loving Uſury: ; 
SE O Sa- 


U r 


3 . 


Ver. 86. [ Appear'd'} unto bim like the Queen of Light] 


Expreſſing the ſumptuous Attire of the Queen and 


her Train, attended by the chief of the Nobility of 
- England, with fix and thirty Ladies, all in Cloth of 


Silver, their Horſes trapped with Crimſon Velvet. 


Ver. 93: [4 crippie King, laid Bed-rid Jong before.] 


King Lewzs was a Man of great Years, troubled much 
with the Gout, fo that he had long Time before little 
Uſe of his Legs. | 7 
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O Sacrilege, if Beauty be Divine; | 
The profane Hand to touch the hallowed Shrine ! 
To ſurſeit Sickneſs on the found Man's Diet, 105 
To rob Content, yet ſtill to live unquiet, 
And having all, to be of all beguil'd, 
And yet ſtill longing like a little Child. 
When Marquiſs Dorſet, and the valiant Grays, 
To purchaſe Fame, firſt croſs'd the narrow Seas, 110 
With all the Knights that my Aſſociates went, 
In Honour of thy Nuptial Tournament ; 
Think'ſt thou I joy'd not in thy Beauty's Pride, 
When thou in Triumph did'ſt through Paris ride? 
Where all the Streets, as thou did'ſt paſs along, 115 
With Arras, Biſs, and Tapeſtry was hung; 

| 4h is {oe Ten 


Ver. 109. [When Marguiſs Dorſet, and the valiant 
Grays. ] 8 


The Duke of Suffolk, when the Proclamation came 
into Exgland, of Juſts to be holden in France, at Paris; 
he, for the 7 ſake, his Miſtrefs, obtained of the 
King to go thither: With whom went the Marquiſs of 
Dorſet, and his four Brothers, the Lord Clinton, Sir 
Edward Nevil, Sir Giles Capel, Thomas Cheyney, which 
went all over with the Duke as his Aſſiſtants. 


Ver. 114. 1 in Triumph didſt through Paris 
ride. 


A true Deſcription of the Queen's ent'ring into Parzs, 
after her Coronation performed at St. Denis. 
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Ten thouſand gallant Citizens prepar'd, 
In rich Attire thy Princely ſelf to guard: 

Next them, three 8 choice religious Men, 
In golden Veſtments follow'd on again 120 
And in Proceſſion as they came along, 5 
With Hymen ſweetly ſang thy Marriage - Song, 

Next theſe five Dukes, as did their Places fall, 

Wich each of them a Princely Cardinal; 
Then thou, on thy Imperial Chariot ſet, e 
Crown'd with a rich impearled Coronet; 
Whilſt the Pariſi an Dames, as thy Train paſt, : 
Their precious Incenſe in abundance caſt. 

As Cynthia, from her wave-embatt!'d Shrouds. 
Op'ning the Weſt, comes ſtreaming thro? the Clouds, 130 

With ſhining Troops of Silver-treſſed Stars, [3 
Attending on her, as her Torch-bearers ; 

And all the lefler Lights about her Throne, 

With Admiration ſtand as Lookers on; 

Whilſt ſhe alone, in Height of all her Pride, 1335 
'The Queen of Light along her Sphere doth glide. 
When on the Tilt my Horſe like Thunder came, 

No other Signal had I, but thy Name; | 

Thy Voice my Trumpet, and my Guide thine Eyes, 


And but thy Beauty, I eſteem'd no Prize. 140 
That 
POR TOES TE EOS! — eren 1 wh 
Ver. 123 [Next theſe five Dukes as did their Places 
| fall.) ADE 3 


Tube Dukes of Alenſon, Bourbon, Vendomſs, Longovilles 
Suffolk, with five Cardinals. | 
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That large- limb'd Almain of the Giants Race. 

' Which bare Strength on his Breaſt, Fear in his Face. 
W hoſe ſinew'd Arms, with his Steel-temper'd Blade, 
Thro' Plate and Male ſuch open Paſſage made, 

Upon whole Might the Frenchmen's Glory lay, 143 
And all the Hope of that victorious Py ; 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy Brandon beat him on his Knee, 
Otf'ring his Shield a conquer'd Spoil to thee ; 

But thou wilt ſay, perhaps, I vainly boaſt, 

And tell thee that which thou already know'ſt. 150 
No, ſacred Queen, my Valour I deny, | 

It was thy Beauty, not my Chivalry : 

One of thy treſſed Curls there falling down, 

As loath to be impriſoned in thy Crown, | 
I ſaw the ſoft Air ſportively to take it, 155 
And into ſtrange and ſundry Forms to make it; 

Now parting it to four, to three, to twain, 

Now twiſting it, then it untwiſt again; 


Then make the Threads to dally with thine Eye, 


A Sunny Candle for a golden Fly, 160 
3 At 

— _—_ — Qu  — — 
Ver. 141. [That Iarge-Iimbd Almain, of the Giants 
ace. | | ; TAS. x 


Francis Valois, the Dauphine of France, envying the 
Glory that the Exgliſb Men had obtained at the Tilt, 
brought in an Almain ſecretly, a Man thought almoſt 
of incomparable Strength, which encountered Charles 
Rrandon at the Barriers: But the Duke grappling with 
him, ſo beat him about the Head with the Pummel 
of his Sword, that the Blood came out - of the Sight of 


his Cask. 


—— — 
- 
had — 
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At length from thence one little Tear it got, 

Which falling down as though a Star had ſhot. 

My up-turn'd Eye purſu'd it with my Sight, 

The which again redoubled all my Might. | 

Tis but in vain, of my Deſcent to boaſt ; 165 
When Heav'ns Lamp ſhines, all other Lights be loſt ; 
Faulcons ſeem poor, the Eagle fitting by, 

W hoſe Brood ſurvey the Sun with open Eye: 

Elſe might my Blood find Iſſue from his Force, 

Who beat the Tyrant Richard from his Horſe 170 
On Boſworth Plain, whom R7chmond choſe to wield, 
His glorions Enſign in that conqu'ring Field; 

And with his Sword, in his dear Sov'reign's Sight, 
To his laſt Breath ſtood faſt in Henry's Right. 
Then beauteous Empreſs, think this ſafe Delay, 175 
Shall be the Even to a joyful Day: 
 * Fore-fight doth ſtill on all Advantage lie, 

* Wiſe-men give Place, forc'd by Neceſſity; 

Jo put back Ill, our Good we muſt forbear, 

“ Better firſt fear, than after ſtill to fear. 180 
"Twere Over-ſight in that, in which we aim, 

To put the Hazard on an After-game; 

With Patience then let us our Hopes attend. 
And, till I come, receive theſe Lines I ſend. | 184 


HENRT 


Ver. 169. FE might my Blood find Iſſue from bis Force 
{A} 63 bo beat, &c. ] IN SLIT 

Sir William Brandon, Standard-bearer to the Earl of 
Richmond, after Henry VII. at Boſworth-Field, a brave 
and gallant Gentleman, who was ſlain there by Ricb- 
ard III. this was Father to this Charles Brandon, Duke 
of Suffolk, Eh 
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—— 


To my moſt dear FRIEND 


Mr. HE NR TY Lucas; 
so] Tro . 


Epw ARD Lucas, Eſq; 


8 TR. 


O none have I been more bebolden, iban 
to yr kind Parents, far, I muſt truly 
confeſs, above the Meaſure of my Deſerts. Ma- 
ny there be in England, of whom, for ſome Par- 
 ricularity, I might juſily challenge greater Me- 
rit, had I not been born in ſo evil an Hour, 
. as 
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as to be poiſoned with that Gall of Ingratitude : 
. To yourſelf am 1 engaged for many more Curieſies 
ban 1 imagined could ever have been found in one 
'of ſo few Tears : Nothing do I more deſire, than 
that thoſe Hopes of your toward and virtuous 
- Youth, may prove jo pure in the Fruit, as they 
are fair in their Bim. Long may you live to 
their Comfort that love you moſt, and may 1 
ever with: the Increaſe of all good Fortunes, 


tours ever, 


4 
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HENRY HOWARD 


Earl of SURREY, 


TO THE 


— — 


- from the ancient Family of the Geraldi : There, in Ho- 


ot 


The ARGUMEN T. 


Henry Howard, that truly noble Ear! of Surrey, and 


excellent Poet, falling in Love with Geraldine, de- 


ſcended of the noble —_ of the Fitzgeralds of Ire- 


land, a fair and modeſt Lady, and one of the Honour- 
able Maids to Queen Catherine Dowager, eternizeth 
ber Praiſes in many excellent Poems of rare and ſundry 
Inventions, and, after ſome few Years, being determined 
zo ſee Italy, that famous Source and Helicon of all 
excellent Arts, firſt viſitetb the renowned City of Flo- 
rence, from whence the Gerald's challenge their Deſcent, 


f 


It 


Our Dialect- no Majeſty doth want, 
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| nur of bis Miſtreſs, be advanceth ber PiFure, 9 | 
| _ challengeth to maintain her Beauty by Deeds of Arms 
5 


« 2 al} that durft appear in the Liſts ; where, after 


©. Ie £ 2 of 45 comparable Lalour, whoſe Am 
Crowne er Beauty with eternal Memory, te-writcth 


this Epiſtle to bis deareſt Miſtreſs. 


Þ* OM learned Florence, long Time rich in Fame, 


From whence thy Race, thy noble Grandſires came, 
o famous England, that kind Nurſe of mine, 3 
Thy Surrey ſends to heav'nly Geraldine; 
Vet let not Tuſcan think I do it wrong, | 5 
That I from thence write in my native Tongue, 
That in theſe harſh-tun'd Cadences 1 ſing, 
Sitting ſo near the Muſes ſacred Spring; 


But rather think itſelf adorn'd thereby, | 
That Exgland reads the Praiſe of Italy. 10 


Tho' to the Tuſcan I the Smoothnels grant, 
To 


Ver. 1. [ From learned Florence, Jong Time rich in Fame.] 


Florence, a City of Tuſcany, pending upon the River 
Arnus, celebrated by Dante, Petrarch, and other the 


moſt noble Wits of 1zaly, was the Original of the 
Family, out of which, this Geraldine Fe 
'Jreland the Place of her Birth, which is intimated by 
. theſe Verſes of the Earl of Surrey. | 


| From Tuſcan came my Lady's wort by Race, 


id ſpring, as 


Eair Florence was ſameti mes ber ancient Seat, 
Abe Weſtern Ilie, whoſe pleaſant Shore doth face, 
Wild Camber's Clzf5, did give ber lively Heat, 
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To ſet thy Praiſes in as high a Key, 
As France, or Spain, or Germany, or tber. 
That Day I quit the Fore - land of fair Kent, 1 
And that my Ship her Courſe for Flanders bent, 
With what *Regret, and what a heavy Look, 
My Leave of ard and of thee I took, 
I did. entreat the Tide, if it might be, | 
But to convey me one Sigh back to thee, 20 
Up to the Deck-a Billow lightly skips, 
Taking my Sigh, and down again it lips ; 
Into the Gulf, itſelf it headlong throws, 
And, as a Poſt, to England-ward: it goes. 


As 1 fate wond'ring how the rough Seas ſtirr'd, 28 


1 might far off perceive a little Bird, wy 

Which, as ſhe fain from Shore to Shore would fly, 
Had loſt herſelf in the broad vaſty Sky, 

Her feeble Wing beginning to deceive her, 

The Seas, of Life, {till gaping to bereaveher; 30 

Unto the Ship ſhe makes, which ſhe diſcovers, 

And there, poor Fool, a while for Refuge hovers ; 

And when, at length, her flagging Pinion fails, 

Panting ſhe hangs upon the ratling Sails; 

And being forc'd to loſe her Hold with Pain, 35 

Yet beaten off, ſhe ftrait lights on again, [ Weather, 


And toſs'd with Flaws, with Storms, with Wind, with 


Vet ſtill departing thence, ſtill turneth thither: 
Now with the Poop, now with the Prow doth bear, 
Now on this Side, now that, now here, now there; 40 
Methinks theſe Storms ſhould be my fad Depart ; 
The fifty; helpleſs Bird is my poor Heart 

Tke Ship, to which for Suecour it repairs, 
That is yourſelf, regardleſs of my Cares. 
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Of every Surge doth fall, or Wave doth rife, 45 
To ſome one Thing I fit and moralize. 
When ſor thy Love, I left the 1 e Shore, 
Divine Era/mus, and our famous Moore, 
Whoſe happy Preſence gave me ſuch Delighe, + 
As made a Minute of a Winter's Night; - > | 166 
With whom a while 1 ftay'd at Rotterdam, 15 5 
Now ſo renowned by Eraſmus Name. 

Vet every Hour did ſeem an Age of Time, 

Till I had ſeen that Soul- reviving Cline 
And tho' the foggy Netherlands unſit. 55 
A watry Soil to clog a fiery Wit; n 
And as that wealthy Germany I paſt, Fr 

Coming unto the Emperor's Court at laſt, 

Great learn'd Agrippa, fo profound in Art, 


Who the infernal Secrets doth impart, 60 


When of thy Health I did deſire to know, 
Me in a Glais my Geraldine did ſhow, 


Sick 


* 1 „ i. A bs . 5 4 - o 4 


—— 
— — _—_ — —_ —̃ 0a 5.4 9 —— 9 * * _— — 


Ver. 59. [Great learn'd Agrippa, /o profound in Art.] 


Cornelius e, a Man in his Time ſo famous for 
Magick (which the Books publiſhed by him, concerning 
that Argument, doth partly prove) as in this Place needs 
no further Rememberance. Howbeit, as thoſe abſtruſe 
and gloomy Arts are but Illuſions ; fo, in Honour of fo 
rare a Gentleman as this Earl (and therewithal ſo noble a 
Poet; a Quality, by which his other Titles receive their 
teſt Loſtre) I 
Id with Agrippa above the barren Truth. 


- 
- 
- 


— 


nvention may make ſomewhat more 


1 » A OHA 


50 
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Sick in thy Bed, thy Eyes had baniſh'd Sleep, 
By a Wax Taper ſet the Light to keep, | 
I do remember thou did'ſt read that Ode, 65 
Sent back whilſt I in Thanet made abode ; : 
Where when thou cam'ſt unto that Word of Love, 
Ev'n in thine Eyes I ſaw how Paſſion ſtrove ; 
'That Snowy Lawn which covered thy Bed, | 
Methought look'd white to ſee thy Cheek fo red. 70 
Thy Roſy Cheek oft changing in my Sight, | 

Vet ſtill was red, to ſee the Lawn ſo white; 

The little Taper which ſhould give thee Light, 

c can wax'd dim, to ſee thine Eyes ſo bright ; 
Thine Eye again ſupply'd the Taper's Turn, 75 
And with his Beams more brightly made it burn; 
The ſhrugging Air about thy Temples hurls, 

And wrapt thy Breath in little clouded Curls ; 

And, as it did aſcend, it ſtrait did ſeize it, 

And as it ſunk, it preſently did raiſe it ; . - "ne 
Canſt thou by Sicknefs baniſh Beauty ſo ? 

Which if put from thee, knows not where to go, 

'To make 8 ſhift, and for her Succour ſeek, | 

To every rival'd Face, each bankrupt Cheek ; 

If Health preſerv'd, thou Beauty ſtill do'ſt cheriſh, 85 
If that neglected, Beauty ſoon doth periſh. 

Care draws on Care, Woe comforts Woe again, 

Sorrow breeds Sorrow, one Grief brings forth twain ; 
If live or die, as thou do'ſt, ſo do I; Ne | 

If live, I live, and if thou die, I die. do 
One Heart, one Love, one J oy, one Grief, one Troth, 
One Good, one Ill, one Life, one Death to both. 

If Howard's Blood thou hold'ſt as but too vile, : 
Or not elteem'ſt of Norfo/k's Princely Stile; 


0 
” 
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If Scotland's Coat no Mark of Fame can lend, 95 

That Lion plac'd in our bright Silver-bend. 

Which as a Trophy beautifies our Shield, 

Since Scotiſb Blood diſcolour'd Floden-held ; : 
. When 


Ver. 96. [That Lion placd in our bright er- 
The Blazon of the Howard: honourable Armour, 


was, Gules between fix Crofslets Fitchy a Bend, Argent, 


to which afterwards was added by Atchievement, Ia the 
Canton Point of the Bend, an Eſcutcheon, or within the 
Scottiſh Treſſure, 2 Demi-lion, Rampant, Gules, &c. as 
Camdem, now Clerenceaux, from Authority noteth. 
Never ſhalf Time, or bitter Envy, be able to obſcure 
the Brightneſs of ſo great a Victory as that, for which 
this Addition was obtained. The Hiſtorian of Scotland, 
* George Buchanan, reporteth, That the Earl of Surrey 
gave for his Badge a Silver Lion (which from Antiquity 
belonged to that Name) tearing in Pieces a Lion 28 
Gules, and withal, that this which he terms Inſolence, 
was puniſhed in him and his Poſterity, as if it were fatal 
to the Conqueror, to do his Sovereign ſome loyal Ser- 
vice, as a thouſand ſuch ſevere Cenſurers were never 
able to perform. | 10 a 
Ver, 98. [Since Scotifh Bload diſcolour d Floden-Held. ] 
The Battle was fought at Bramſton, near Node - bill, 
being Part of the Cbeuiat, a Mountain that exceedeth 
all the Mountains in the North of Exgland for Bigneſs; 
in which, the wilful Purjury of Fames V. was puniſhed 
from Heaven by the Earl of Surrey, being left, by King 
Henry VIII. then in France before Turwin, forthe De- 
fence of this Realm. | 
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When the proud Chev7of our brave Enſign bare, 


As a rich jewel in a Lady's Hair, 100 
And did fair r ne neighbouring Vallies choke 
With Clouds of Canons, Fire diſgorged Smoke: 
Or Surrey's Earldom inſufficient be, hk ; 

And not a Dower ſo well contenting thee ; 

Yet am I one of great 4pollo*s Heirs , tog 
The ſacred Muſes challenge me for theirs. 

By Princes my immortal Lines are lung; 

M flowing Verſes grac'd with every Tongue; 

The little Children, when they learn to go, | 

By painful Mothers daded to and fro, 126 
Are taught my gentle Numbers to rehearſe, ' | 
And have their ſweet Lips ſeaſon'd with my Verſe. 
When Heav'n would ſtrive to do the beſt it can, 

And put an Angel's Spirit into a Man, | 
The utmoſt Pow'r it hath, it then doth ſpend, 115 
When to the World a Poet it doth intend. - | 
That little Diff'rence *twixt the Gods and 

By them confirm'd, diſtinguiſſ'd only thus: 

Whom they, in Birth, ordain to happy Days, _ 
The Gods commit their Glory to our Pratſle; 120 
T'eternal Life when they diſſolve their Breath, 

We likewife ſhare a ſecond Pow'r by Death. 

When Time ſhall turn thoſe amber Locks to grey, 
My Verſe again ſhall gild and make them gay; 

And trick them up in knotted Curls anew, 125 
And to thy Autumn give a Summer's Hue; 

That facred Pow'r that in my Ink remains, 

Shall put freſh Blood into thy wither'd Veins, _ 
And on thy Red decay'd, thy Whiteneſs dead, | 
Shall ſet a White more white, a Red more red; wi 30 
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When thy. dim Sight thy Glaſs cannot diſcry, 

Nor thy craz'd Mirror can diſcern thine Eye ; 
My Verſe, to tell th' one what the other was, 

Shall reprefent them both, thine Eye and Glaſs : 

Where both thy Mirrour and thine Eye ſhall ſee, 135 

What once thou ſaw'ſt in that, thou ſaw'ſt in thee ; 

And to them both ſhall tell the fimple Truth, 

What that in Pureneſs was, what that in Youth. 

If Florence once ſhould loſe her old Renown, 

As famous Athens, now a Fiſher-Town ; 140 

My Lines for thee a Florence ſhall erect, 

Which great Apollo ever ſhall protect, 

And with the Numbers from my Pen that falls, 

__ Marble 2 to re- erect 5 Walls. | 
or beauteous Stanbope, whom all I ongues report 14 
To be the Glory of the Exgliſb Court, 2 > 
Shall by our Nation be ſo much admir'd, 

If ever Surrey truly were expir'd. 


th I * — 


Ver. 145. [Nor beauteous Stanhope, whom all Tongues 
| report, ; 
| To be the Glory, &c.] e 
Of the Beauty of that Lady, he himſelf teſtifies, in 
an Elegy which he writ of her refuſing to dance with 
him, which he ſeemeth to allegori ze under a Lion and 
a Wolf. And of himſelf he faith: _ 
A Lion ſaw ] late, as white as any Snow. 
And of her, 


1 might perceive a Wolf, as white as a Whale's Bone, 
A farrer Beaſt, of freſber Hue, bebeld I never none, 
\. But that ber Looks were coy, and froward was her Grace. 


— 
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And famous Myat, who in Numbers ſings, - 

To that enchanting Wracian Harpers Strings, 150 
To whom Pbæbus, the Poets God, did rick” 

A Bowl of Nectar, fill'd up to the Brink; 

And ſweet-tongu'd Bryan, whom the Muſes kept, 

And in his Cradle rock'd him whilſt he ſlept, 

In facred Verſes, moſt divinely penn'd, 188 
Upon thy Praiſes ever ſhall attend. 

What Time I came into this famous Town, 

And made the Cauſe of my Arrival known, 

Great Medices a Lift, for Triumphs built ; 

Within the which, upon a Tree of Gilt, 160 
Which was with ſundry rare Devices ſet, 

I did erect thy lovely Counterfeit, 

To anſwer thoſe Italian Dames Deſire, 

W hich daily came thy Beauty to admire: | 
By which, my Lion, in his gaping Jaws „ 

Held up my Lance, and in his dreadful Paws, N 
: | Reacheth 


* * 


— NY . 

Ver. 149. LAud famous Wyat, who in Numbers fings.] 
Sir Thomas Wyat the Elder, a moſt excellent Poet, as 

his Poems extant do witnels ; beſides certain Encomiums, 


written by the Earl of Surrey, upon ſome of David's 
Pſalms, by him tranſlated : "2 


What holy Grave, what worthy Sepulchre, 
To Wyat's P/alms ball Chriſtians purchaſe then ? 
_ afterward, upon his Death, the ſaid Carl writeth 
us: N 88 
What Vertues rare were temper'd in thy Breaſt ? 
Honour that England ſuch a Fewel bred, 
Aud kiſs the Ground whereas thy Corps did reſt. 
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Reacheth my Gauntlet unto him that dare 
A Beauty with my Geraldine's compare. 
Which, when each manly valiant Arm aſſays, 
After ſo many brave triumphant Days, 170 
he glorious Prize upon my Lance I bare, a 
By Heralds Voice proclaim'd to be thy Share; ö 
The ſhiver'd Staves, here for thy Beauty broke 
With fierce Encounters paſt at ev'ry Shock; 
When ſtormy. Courſes anſwer'd Cuff for Cuff, 175 
Denting proud Bevers with the Counter - buff 
Upon an Altar, burnt with holy Flame, 
I facrific'd, as Incenſe to thy Fame: 
Where, as the Pheenix from her ſpiced Fume 
Renews herſelf, in that ſhe doth conſume ; 180 
So from thoſe ſacred Aſhes live we both, 3; 8 
Ev'n as that one Arabian Wonder doth. 
When to my Chamber] myſelf retire, . 
Burnt with the Sparks that kindled all this Fire, 
Thinking of England, which my Hope contains, 18x 
The happy Iſle where Geraldine remains; 
Of Hun/don, where thoſe ſweet celeſtial Eyne, 
At firſt did pierce this tender Breaſt of mine ; 


Ot 


Ver. 187. [Of Hunſdon, where thoſe ſweet cœleſtial 
Eyne.] | 
I is manifeſt by a Sonnet, written by this noble Earl, 
that the firſt Lime he beheld this Lady, was at Hunſdon. 
Hunſdon did firſt preſent ber to my Eyne. 


Which Sonnet being altogether a Deſeription of hisLove, 
1 4 alledge in — Places of this Gloſe, as Proof of 


what I write. 
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Of Hampton-court, and Windfor, where abound 


All Pleaſures that in Paradiſe were found; 90 

n Near 

Ver. 189. [Of eee and Windſor, where 
. avoun 


Al Pleaſures, &c.] 

That he enjoyed the Preſence of his fair and vertuous 
Miſtreſs in thoſe two Places, by Reafon of Queen Ka- 
#berine's uſual Abede there, on whom this Lady Geral- 
dine was attending, I prove by theſe Verſes of his: 

Hampton me taught to wiſh her firſt for mine, 

Windſor, alas ! doth chaſe me from her Sight. 


And in another Sonnet following : 

When Windſor Walls ſaſtai nd my wearied Arm, 

My Hand, my Chin, to eaſe my reſtleſs Head. 
And that his Delight might draw him to compare Wznd- 
ſor to Paradiſe, an Elegy may prove; where he remem- 
bereth his paſſed Pleaſures in that Place. 

With a King's Son my childiſh Tears I paſi d, 

In greater Le than Priam's Son of Troy. 


And again in the fame Elegy : 7 9 2 
Thoſe large green Courts, where we were wont to rove, 
With Eyes caſt up unto the Maiden's Tower, 

With eaſy Sighs, fuch as Men draw in Love, 


And again in the fame: | 

The ſtately Seats, the Ladies bright of Hue, 

The Dances ſhort, long Tales of ſweet Delight. * 
And for the Pleafantnefs of the Place, theſe Verſes of hg 
may teſtify, in the ſame Elegy before recited : 


The ſecret Groves which we have made reſound, 


With Silver Drops the Meads yet ſpread for Ruth, 
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Near that fair Caſtle is a little Grove, - 
With hanging Rocks all cover'd from above, 
Which on the Bank of goodly. Thames doth ſtand, 
Clipt by the Water from the other Land; 
Whoſe buſhy Top doth bid the Sun forbear, 195 
Checks thoſe proud Beams, attempt to enter there; 
Whoſe Leaves ſtill muttering, as the Air doth breath, 
With the ſweet Bubbling of the Stream beneath, 
Doth rock the Senſes, whilſt the ſmall Birds ſing, 
Lulled aſleep with gentle Murmuring ; | 
Where light-foot Faries ſport at Priſon-baſe 5 
No Doubt there is ſome Pow'r frequents the Place: 
'There the ſoft Poplar and ſmooth Beach do bear 
Our Names together carved ev'ry where? 
And Gordian-knots do curiouſly entwine 205 
'The Names of Henry and Geraldine. 
Oh, let this Grove in happy Times to come, 
Be call'd, The Lovers Bleſs'd Elixium; 
- Whither my Miſtreſs wanted to reſort, 
In Summer's Heat, in thoſe ſweet Shades to ſport: 210 
A thouſand ſundry Names I have it given, 
And calPd it, Wonder-hider, Cover-heaven : 
'The Roof where Beauty her rich Court doth keep, 
Under whoſe Compaſs all the Stars do fleep. -/ 
There is one Tree, which now I call to Mind, 215 
Doth bear theſe Verſes carved in his Rinde : 
When Geraldine ſhall fit in thy fair Shade, 

For her ſweet Treſſes with perfumed. Air, 
Let thy large Boughs a Canopy be made 

To keep the Sun from gazing on my Hair; 220 


. And 
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And when thy ſpreading branched Arms be ſunk, 

And thou no Sap nor Pith ſhall more retain, 
Ev'n from the Duſt of thy unwieldy Trunk, 

T will renew thee, Phenix-like, again, o 
And from thy dry decayed Root will bring 229 
A new-born Stem, another Æſon's Spring. | 
I find no Cauſe, nor judge I Reaſon why, 

My Country ſhould give Place to Lombardy ; 
As goodly Flow'rs on Thames rich Bank doth grow, 
As beautify the Banks of wanton Po ; 238 
As many Nymphs as haunt rich Arnus Strand, 
By Silver Severn tripping Hand in Hand: 

M 


— — 


Ver. 229. [A. goodly Flow'rs on Thames rich Bank d 
grow, &c.] - 


1 had thought in this Place, not to have ſpoken of 
Thames, being ſo oft remembered by me before, in ſun- 
dry other Places, on this Occaſion : But thinking of 
that excellent Epigram, which, as I judge, either to be 
done by the ſaid Earl, or Sir Francis Brian, for the Wor- 
thineſs thereof, I will here- inſert ; as it ſeems to me, 
was complied at the Author's being in Spain. 


Tagus, Fare wel, which W-/tward with thy Streams 
Turn'ſt up the Grains of Gold, already try'd, 

For I with Spur and Sail go ſeek the T hames, 
Againſt the Sun that ſbews bi wealthy Pride, 

Arnd to the Town that Brutus ſought by here 
Like bended Moon, that leans ber luſty Side, 

To [eek my Country now, for whom I live, 

O nigbiy Jove, for tots the Winds me give. 


3 
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Our Shades as ſweet, tho? nat to us fo dear, 

Becauſe the Sun hath greater Pow'r there : 
This diſtant Place doth give me greater Woe; * 235 
Far off, my Sighs the farther have to go. 

Ah Abſence! why thus ſhould'ſt thou ſeem ſo long? 
Or wherefore ſhould'ſt thou offer Time ſuch wrong? 
Summer ſo ſoon to ſteal on Winter's Cold, 

Or Winter's Blaſts fo ſoon make Summer old? 240 
Love did us both with one-ſelf Arrow ſtrike, 
Our Wounds both one, our Cure ſhould be the like; 
Except thou haſt found out ſome Means by Art, 

Some powerful Med'cine to withdraw the Dart; 

But mine is fix d, and Abſence being proved, 245 
It. fticks tou faſt, it cannot be removed. | | 
Adieu, adieu, from Florence when I go, 

By my next Letters Geraldine ſhall know, 

Which if good Fortune ſhall my Courſe direct, 


From Fence by ſome Meſſenger expect; 250 


Till when, I leave thee to thy Heart's Deſire, 
By him that lives thy Vertues to admute, 
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GHSSSSSSESSSAS/SSLSSSES 4408 | 
Lady GERALDINE, 
agen 5 
HENRT HOWARD 
Earl of S unn E T. 


8 U C H Greeting as the noble Surrey ſends, 

kl) The like to thee thy Geraldine commends ; * 

A Maiden's Thoughts do check my trembling Hand, 

On other Terms or Compliments to ſtand, | 
Which, might my Speech be as my Heart affords, . 5 
Shonld come attired in far richer Words : 

But all is one, my Faith as firm ſhall prove, 

As her's that makes the greateſt Shew of Love, 

In Cupid's School 1 never read thoſe Books, 

Whoſe Lectures oft we practice in our Looks, 16 
Nor ever did ſuſpicious rival Eye 

Yet lie in wait my Favours to eſpy; 

My Virgin Thoughts are innocent and meek, 

As the chaſte Bluſhes ſitting on my Cheek: 

As in a Fever, I do ſhiver yet, 

Since firſt my Pen was to the Paper ſec. 

dy It 1 do err, 1 know my Sex is weak, 

Fear provesa Fault, where Maids are forc'd to ſpeak, 


M 2 a Do 


15 
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Do I not Ill? Ah! ſooth me not herein; 
Or, if 1 do, reprove me of my Sin: 20 

Chide me in Faith, or, if my Fault you hide, | 

My Tongue will teach myſelf, myſelf to chide. 

Way, noble Surrey, blot it if thou wilt, 

Than too much Boldneſs ſhould return my Guilt: 

For that ſhould be een from ourſelves conceal'd, 25 

Which is diſclosd, if to our Thoughts reveal'd ; 

For the leaſt Notion, nay the ſmalleſt Breath 

That may impeach our Modeſty, is Death. 

The Page that brought thy Letters to my Hand, 

Methinks, ſhould marvel at my ſtrange Demand : 30 

For till he bluſtyd, I did not yet eſpy 

The Nakedneſs of my — = ti 

Which in my Face he plainly might have ſeen, 

But that my Fan I quickly put between ; 

Yet ſcarcely that my inward Guilt could hide, 35 

Fear ſeeing all, fears it of all is ſpy'd. 

Like to a Taper lately burning bright, 

Fut wanting Matter to maintain his Bebe; | 

'The Blaze aſcending, forced by the Smoke, 1 

Living by that which ſeems the ſame to choke; 40 

The Flame ſtill hanging in the Air doth burn, | 

Until drawn down, it back again return: _ 

Tben clear, then dim, then ſpreadgth, and then cloſeth, 
Now getteth Strength, and now his Brightneſs loſeth; 
As well the beſt iKerning Eye may doubt, 1 

Whether it yet be in, or whether out - | 
Thus in my Cheek my ſundry Paſſions ſhew'd, 

Now aſhy pale, and now again it glow'd. 

If in your Verſe there be a Pow'r to move, 

Its you alone, who are the Cauſe I love; 50 


les 
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Its you bewitch'd my Boſom, by mine Ear; 
Unto that End I did not place you there: 

Airs to aſſwage the bloody Soldier's Mind, 

Poor Women, we are naturally kind. 

Perhaps you think, that I theſe Terms enforce, 
For in that Court this Kindneſs is of Courſe ;- 
Or that it is that Honey-ſteeped Gall, 

We oft are faid to bait our Loves withal, 

That in one Eye we carry ſtrong Deſire, 


In th'other Drops, which quickly quench the Fire. 


Ah! what fo falſe can Envy: ſpeak of us, 
But it ſhall find ſome vainly Credulous? 

I do not fo, and to add Proot thereto, 

I love in Faith, in Faith, ſweet Lord, I do; 
Nor let the Envy of invenom'd Tongues, 
Which ftill is grounded on poor Ladies Wrongs, 
Thuy noble Breaſt difaſterly poſſeſs, | 

By any Doubt to make my Love the leſs. 

My Houſe from Florence 2 not pretend, - 
Nor from thoſe Gerald claim I to deſcend, 
Nor hold thoſe Honours inſufficient are, 

That I receive from Deſmond or Kildare: 

Nor add I greater Worth unto my Blood, 
Than Iris Milk to give me Infant-food ; 

Nor better Air will ever boaſt to breath, 
Than that of Lemſter, Munſter, or of Meath ; 
Nor crave other foreign far Allies, 

Than Windſor's, or Fitzgerald's Families: 
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55 


65 
70 


Ver. 98. [Than Windſor's, or Fitzgerald's Families] 
The Coſt of many Kings, which from Time to Time 
have adorned the Caſtle - Windſor with their Princely 
3 | 


Mag- 
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It is enough to leave unto my Heirs, 

If they but pleaſe t'acknowledge me for theirs. 80 
To what Place ever did the Court remove, | 
But that the Houle gives Matter to my Love? 

At Windſor {till I fee thee fit, and wa, 

There mount thy Courſer, there deviſe, there talk * 
: he 


' Magnificence, hath made it more Noble, than that it 
need to be ſpoken of now, as tho' obſcure; and I hold 
it more meet, to reſer you to vulgar Monuments for 
the Founders and Finiſhers thereof, than to meddle with 
Matter nothing to the Purpoſe. As for the Family of 
the Fitegeralds, of whence this excellent Lady was li- 
neally deſcended, the Original was Exgliſb, though 
the Branches did ſpread themſelves into diſtant Places, 
and Names nothing conſonant, as in former Times'it 
was uſual to denominate themſelves of their Manors 
or Fore-names: As may partly appear in that which en- 
ſueth; the Light whereof proceeded from my learned 
and worthy Friend, Mr. Francis Thin, Walter of Wind- 
for, the Son of Oterus, had to Iſſue William, of whom, 
Henry, now Lord Windſor, is deſcended, and Robert of 
Hindſor, of whom Robert, the now Earl of Eſſex, and 
Gerald of Windſor, his third Son, who. married. the 
Daughter of Rees the great Prince of Wales, of whom 
came Ne/ta, Paramour to Henry I. Which Gerald had 
Iſſue, Maurice Fitzgerald, Anceſtor to Thomas Fits- 
Maurice, Aaron of Ireland, buried at Trayly ; leaving 
Iſſue Fobn, his eldeſt Son, firlt Earl of Kildare, An- 
ceſtor o Geraldine, and Maurice, his ſecond Son, firit 


Earl of Deſmond, N 
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The Robes, the Garter, and the State of Kings, 85 

Into my Thoughts thy hoped Greatneſs brings 

Non-ſucb, the Name imports, methinks ſo much, 

None ſuch as it, nor as my Lord none ſuch ; 

In Hamptcn's great Magnificence I find 

The lively Image of thy Princely Mind ; 90 
Fair Richmond's Tow'rs like goodly Trophies ſtand 
Rear'd by the Pow'r of thy victorious Hand; 
Mbiteball's triumphing Galleries are yet 

Adorn'd with rich Devices of thy Wit; off > 
In Greenwich till, as in a Glaſs, I view, 95 
Where laſt thou bad'ſt thy Geraldine adieu: 

With ev'ry little pearling Breath that blows, 4 
How are my Thoughts confus'd with Joys and Woes 
As thro? a Grate, ſo thro' my lonzing Ears « 
Paſs to my Heart whole Multitudes of Feats. 100 
Oh, in a Map, that I might ſee thee ſhow 
'The Place where now in Danger thou doſt go! 

Whilſt we diſcourſe, to travel with our Eye 

Romania, Tuſcan, and fair Lombardy ; 

Or with thy Pen exactly to ſet down 105 
'The Model of that Temple, or that Town ; 

And to relate, at large, where thou haſt been, 

The Seas, the Cities, Countries thou haſt teen : 
Expreſſing in a Figure, by thy Hand, 

How Naples lies, how Florence fair doth ftand; 119 
Or as the Græcian's Finger dipp'd in Wine, : 
Drawing a River 1n a little Line, 

And with a Drop a Gulf to figure out, 

To model Venice moted round about; 

T hen adding more, to counterfeit a Sea, ers 
And draw the Front of ſtately Genoa, 
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Theſe from thy Lips were like harmonious Tones, 
Which now do ſound like Mandrakes dreadful Groans. 
Some travel hence t'inrich their Minds with Skill, 
Leave here their Good and bring home others III; 120 
Which ſeem to like all Countries but their own, 
Affecting moſt, where they the leaſt are known; 
Their Leg, their Thigh, their Back, their Neck, their 
As they had heen in ſeveral Countries bred; Head, 
In their Attire, their Geſture, and their Gate, 125 
Found in each one, in all Italianate; | 
| So well in all Deformity in Faſhion, 
| Borrowing a Limb of ev'ry ſev'ral Nation; 

And nothing more than England hold in Scorn, 
So live as Strangers whereas they were born 80 - 
But thy Retutn in this I do not read, 8 
Thou art a perſect Gentleman indeed; 
O God forbid that Howard's noble Line, 
From ancient Virtue ſhould ſo far decline. 
The Muſes Train, whereof yourſelf are chief, 135 
Only to me participate their Grief: _ 
'To och their Humours, I do lend them Ears. 
He gives a Poet, that his Verſes hears. 
Till thy Return, by Hope they only ive; . 
Yet had they all, they all away would give: 140 
The World and they, ſo ill according be, 
That Wealth and Poets never can agree. | 

ew live in Court that of their Good have Care, 
The Muſes Friends are ev'ry where fo rare. | 
Some praiſe thy Worth, that it did never know, 145 
Only becauſe the better Sort do ſo; | 
W hoſe Judgment never further doth _ 
Than it doth pleaſe the Greateſt to commend ; 


80 
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So great an Ill upon Deſert doth chance, 

When it doth paſs by beaſtly Ignorance. | 150 
Why art thou ſlack, whilſt no Man puts his Hand 

To raiſe the Mount where Sarrey's Towers muſt ſtand ? 
Or who the Ground:fil of that Work doth lay, 

Whilſt, like a Wand'rer, thou abroad do'ſt ftray, 

Clipt in the Arms of ſome laſcivious Dame, 136 
When thou ſhould'ſt rear an Llion to thy Name; 

When ſhall the Muſes by fair Norwich dwell, 

To be the City of the learned Well? 

Or Phebus Altars there with Incenſe heap'd, 

As once in Cyrrba or in Thebe kept? 160 
M 5 Or 
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Ver. 152. [To raiſe the Mount where Surrey's 3 
muſt ſtand. 


Alluding to the ſumptuous Houſe which was afterward 
builded by him upon Leenard*s Hill, right againſt Nor- 
wich; which, in the Rebellion of Norfolk under Ket, 
in King Edward VI's Time, was much defaced by that 
impure Rabble. Betwixt the Hill and the City, as 
Alexander Nevil deſcribes it, the River of Yarmouth runs, 
having Weſt and South thereot a Wood, and a little 
Village called Thorp, and on the North, the Paſtures of 
Mouſball, which contain about fix Miles in Length and 
Breadth. So that beſides the ſtately Greatneſs of Mount 
Surrey, which was the Houſe's Name, the Proſpect and 
Sight thereof was paſſing pleaſantand commodious ; and 
no where elſe did that increaſing Evil of the Norfo/k 
Fury enkennel itſelf then, but there, as it were for a 
manifeſt Token of their Intent, to debaſe all high 
Things, and to profane all holy. - 
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Or when ſhall that fair Hoof: plow'd Spring diſtil 
From great Moznt Surrey, out of Leonard's Hill? 
Till thou return, the Court I will exchange 
For ſome poor Cottage, or ſome Country Grange, 
Where to our Diſtaves, as we fit and ſpin, 165 
My Maid and I will tell what Things have been, 
Our Lutes unſtrung ſhall hang upon the Wall, 
Our Leffons.ſerve to wrap our Tow withal, 
And paſs the Night, while Winter Tales we tell, 
Of many Things, that long ago beſel; | 170 
Or tune fuch homely Carrols as were ſung | 
In Courtly Sport, when we ourſelves were young, 
In pretty Riddle: to bewray our Loves, | 
In Queſtions purpoſe, or in drawing Gloves. 
The Nobleſt Spirits, to Virtue woff inclin'd, 175 
Theſe here in Court thy greateſt Want do find; | 
Others there be, on which we feed our Eye, 
| Tike Arras-work, or ſuch like Imagery - 


Many 
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Ver. 198. [Like Arras work, or ſuch like Inagery.] 
Such was he whom Juvenal taxeth in this Manner: 
nnann—_—uncoge fimilimus Herme 


Nullo quippe alto vincis diſcrimine, quam quod 
Ali marmoreum cuput eſt, tua vivit Imago. 


Seeming to be dam for nothing elſe but Apparel, and 

| the outward Appearance, intitled, Complement: With 

2 whom, the ridiculous Fable of the Ape in Æſop 1 N 

| | | uy ; 
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Many of us deſire Queen Katb'rine's State, 
But very few her Vertues imitate. 

Then, as Uly/s Wife, write I to thee, 
Make no Reply, but come thyſelf to me. 


a 


fitly ; who coming into a Carver's Houſe, and viewing 
many Marble Works, took up the Head of a Man, ve- 
ry cunningly wrought : who greatly, in praiſing, did 
ſeem to pity it, that having fo comely an Outſide, it 
had nothing within : Like empty Figures, walk and 
talk in every Place; at whom the noble Geraldine Mo- 
deſtly glanceth, 5 
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Lord GILFORD DUDLEY. | 
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VIRTUOUS LADY: 
THE 


Lady Frances Grodere, 


WIFE TO 


Sir H. my Goodere, K. 


Y very gracious and * Miſtreſs, the 
Love and Duty 1 bare unto your Fu- 
ther, 51 he lived, now, after his Deceaſe, is 
zo you hereditar 7 ; to whom, by the Bleſſing of 
* Birth, be left his Virtues. Who bequeath- 
ed you thoſe which were bis, gave you over 
Good 
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Good is mine, as devoted to his, be being gone, 
whom 1 honoured ſo much whilſt he lived; 
which you may juſtly challenge by all Laws of 
Thankfulneſs. Myſelf having been a Witneſs of 
your excellent Education, and mild Diſpoſition, as 
T1 may Jay, ever from your Cradle, dedicate this 
Epiſtle o this virtuous and godly Lady to your 
ſelf, Jo like her in all Perfection, both of Wiſdom 
and Learning, which I pray you to accept, till 
Time ſhall enable me to leave you ſome greater 


Monument of my Love. 


Micuarlt DRA TON. 
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Lady FANE GRAY 


T O 
Lord GILFORD DUDLEY. 


—— 


1 


The ARGUMENT. 
ter the Death of that virtuous Prince King Edward VI, 

the Son of that famous King Henry VIII. Jane, 2. 
Daughter of Henry Gray, Duke of Suffolk, by the 
Conjent of John Dudley, Dake of Northumberland, 
was proclai med Queen of England, being married to 
Gilford Dudley, the fourth Son of the aforeſaid Duke 
of Northumberland; which Match was concluded by 
thetr ambitious Father, who went about by this means 
to bring the Crown unto their Children, and to diſpoſſeſs 
the Princeſs Mary, eldeſt Daughter to King Henry VIII, 
Herr to ng Edward ber Brother. Queen "wy 
rifing in Arms to claim her rightful Crown, taketh _ 
the Jeid Jar Gray, and the Lord Gilford ber Husband, 

berng lodged in the Tower for their greater Safety, which 


| Place 
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Place being laſtly their Palace, by this Means became 

* © their Priſon: Where being ſevered in ſundry Priſons, 
they write theſe Epiſtles one to the other. n 

V INE own dear Lord, ſince thou art lock'd from me, 
VI Inthis Diſguiſe my Love muſt ſteal to thee, 

Since to renew all Love, all Kindneſs paſt, 

This Refuge ſcarcely left, yet this the laſt. 

My Keeper coming, I of thee enquire, | 5 

Who with thy Greeting, anſwers my Deſire ; | 

Which my Tongue, willing to return again, 

Grief ſtops my Words, and I but ftrive in vain ; 

Wbere-with amaz'd, away in haſte he goes, 

When thro' my Lips, any Heart thruſts forth my Woes ; 

But then the Doors that make a doleful Sound, 11 

Drive back my Words, that in the Noiſe are drown'd ; 

Which ſomewhat huſh'd, the Eccho doth record, 

And twice or thrice reiterates my Word, 

When like an adverſe Wind in {fs Courſe, - 15 

' Againſt the Tide bending his boiſtrous Force; 

But when the Flood hath wrought itſelf about, 

He following on, doth headlong thruſt it out: 

Thus ſtrive my Sighs, with Tears e'er they begin, 

And breaking out, again Sighs drive them in. 20 

A thouſand Forms preſent my troubled Thought, 

Yet prove abortive e'er they forth are brought, 

The Depth of Woe, with Words we hardly ſound, 

Sorrow is ſo inſenſibly profound. ; | 
As Tears do fall and riſe, Sighs come and go, 25 

So do theſe Numbers Ebb, ſo do they fox. 

Theſe briny Tears do make my Ink look pale, 

My Ink, Cloaths, Tears, in this {ad mourning vail, 
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The Letters Mourners, weep with my dim Eye, 
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The Paper pale, griev'd at my Miſery. _ 
Vet miſerable ourſelves why ſhould we deem? 
Since none are ſo, but in their own Eſteemm 
Who in Diſtreſs from Reſolution flies, | 

Is rightly ſaid to yield to Miſeries. 
They which begot us, did beget this din, © 35 
They firſt begun, what did our Grief begin; 

We taſted not, *twas they which did rebel, 

Not our Offence, but in their Fall we fell s 

They which a Crown would to my Lord have link'd, 
All Hope of Life, and Liberty extinct; n 40 
A Subject born, a Sovereign to have been, 1 
Hath made me now, nor Subject, nor a Queen. 


. 30 


Ah vile Ambition! how doſt thou deceive us, 


Which ſhew'ſt us Heaven, and in Hell doſt leave us? 
Seldom untouch'd doth Innocence eſcape, 408" 
When Error cometh in good Counſel's Shape, ____ 

A lawful Title counter-checks proud Might, =} 
The weakeſt Things become ſtrong Props to Right; 
Then, my dear Lord, although Affliction grieve us, 

Yet let our ſpotleſs Innocence relieve us. 50 


— 


Death but an acted Paſſion doth appear, 


Where Truth gives Courage, and the Heart is clear, 
And let thy Comfort thus conſiſt in mine, 

That I bear Part of whatſoe'er is thine; 
| | 4 


3 


Ver. 35 [ They which begot us, did beget ebis 8s] 
Shewing the Ambition of the two Dukes their Fa 


thers, whoſe Pride was the Cauſe of the utter Over“ 
throw of their Children, 
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As when we liv'd untouch'd with theſe Diſgraces, 55 | 


And all our Kingdom was our ſweet Embraces. 

At Durbam Palace, where ſweet Hymen ſang, | 

W hoſe Buildings with our Nuptial Muſick rang; 
When Prothalamzons prais'd that happy Day, 
Wherein great Dudley match'd with noble Gray: 60 
When they devis'd to link by Wedlock's Band, 

'The Houſe of Suffolk to Northumberland ; 

Our fatal Dukedom to your Dukedom bound, 

To frame this Building on ſo weaka Ground, : 
For what avails a lawleſs Uſurpation? | 65 
Which gives a Sceptre, but not rules a Nation, 

Only the Surfeit of a vain Opinion; 

What gives Content, gives what exceeds Dominion. 
When firſt my Ears were pierced with the Fame 
Of Jane, proclaimed by a Princeſs Name, r 


„ 


— 5 | — ; 
Ver. 57). LAt Durham Palace where fweet Hymen ſang.] 


The Lord Gz}ford Dadley, fourth Son to Jabs Dudley, 
Duke of Nortbumberland, married the Lady Fane Gray, 
Daughter to the Duke of Szßfollł, at Durbam Houſe in 
the Strand. 


Ver. 69. [When firſt my Ears were teen with the Fame, 
Jane proclaimed by a Princeſs Name.] 


Preſently upon the Death of King Edward, the Lady 

ane was taken as Queen, convey'd by Water to the 

ower of London for her Safety, and after proclaimed in 
divers Places in the Realm; as ſo ordained by King Ed- 
ward's Letters Patents, and his Will. | 


. enn nr 


2er 2222 


E 


5 


E 


A 


England's Heroical Epiſtles. + 261 


A ſudden Fright my trembling Heart appals, 
The Fear of Conſcience entreth Iron Walls. 
Thrice happy for our Fathers had it been, 
If what we fear'd, they wiſely had foreſeen, 


And kept a mean Gate in an humble Path, 4110 ped 


To have eſcap'd the Heav'n's impetuous Wrath. 

The true-bred Eagle ſtrongly ſtems the Wind, 

And not each Bird reſembling their brave Kind; 

He, like a King, doth from the Clouds command 

The fearful Fowl, that moves but near the Land. 80 

Tho' Mary be from mighty Kings deſcended, 

My Blood not from Plantaginet pretended; 

My Grandfire, Brandon, did our Houſe advance, 

By princely Mary, Dowager of France; 

The Fruit of that fair Stock, which did combine, 85 
And York's ſweet Branch with Lancaſter's entwine. 

And in one Stalk did happily unite, 

The pure Vermilian Roſe, and purer White; 

I, the untimely Slip of that rich Stem, 

W hoſe Golden Bud brings forth a Diadem. 90 
But oh, forgive me, Lord, it is not I; 9 
Nor do I boaſt of this, but learn to die. 
| | Whilſt 


Ver. 83. [ My Grand/ire, Brandon, did our Houſe advance 
By prencely Mary, Dowager of France. ] 

Henry Gray, Duke of Suffolk, married Frances, the 
Eldeſt Daughter of Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, 
by the French Queen; by which Frances he had this 
8 Fane: This Mary the French Queen, was Daughter 
to Henry VII. by Elizabeth his 38 which happy 


Marriage conjoin'd the two noble Families of Lancaſter 
and Tor k. 
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Whilſt we were as ourſelves conjoyned, then 
Nature to Nature, now an Alien. . 
To gain a Kingdom, who ſpares their next Blood? gg 
Nearneſs contemn'd, if Sov'reignty withſtood ; = 
agen, once dazleing the Tye. ; | 

e Day's too dark to ſee Aﬀinity 
And where the Arm is ſtretch'd to reach a Crown, 
Friendſhip is broke, the deareſt Things thrown down. 100 
For what great Henry moſt ſtrove t'avoid, * 
The Heav'ns have built, where Earth would have deſtroy'd, 
And ſeating Edward on his Regal Throne, | 
He gives to Mary, all that was his own, 


But Death aſſuring what my Life is theirs, | 105 


The lawful Claim of Henry's lawful Heirs. 

By mortal Laws, the Pond may be divorc'd, : 

But Heav'n's Decree, by no Means can be forc'd, 

They rule the Caſe, when Men have all decreed, 

Who took him hence, forefaw who ſhould ſucceed ; 110 
For we in vain rely on human Laws, 

Wen Heav'n ſtands forth to plead the righteous Cauſe ; 
hus rule the Skies in their continual Courſe, | 

*T hat yields to Fate, which will not yield to Force, 

Man's Wit doth build for Time but to devour, 115 

Virtue is free from Time and Fortune's Power. + 
| Then 


__— 


Ver. ror. | For what great Henry mf trove to avor d.] 
5 : 


' Noting the Diſtruſt that K ing Henry VIII. ever had in 
the Princeſs Mary his Daughter, fearing ſhe ſhould alter 
the State of Religion in the Land, by matching with a 


Stranger; confeſſing the Right that King Henry's Iſſue 
had — the Crown. | ; 
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Then, my kind Lord, ſweet G:/ford. be not griev'd, 
The Soul is Heavenly, and from Heaven reliev'd ; 
And as we once have plighted Troth together, 
Now let us make Exchange of Minds to either; 129 
To thy fair Breaſt rake my reſolved Mind, 
Arm'd againſt black Diſpair, and all her Kind, 
Into my Boſome breath that Soul of thine, | 
There to be made as perfect as is mine; 1 
So ſhall our Faith ell firmly be approved, 123 
And Jof thee, as thou of me be loved. 
'This Life no Life, wert thou not dear to me, 
This Death, no Death, were I not Woe for thee. 
Thau my dear Husband, and my Lord before, 
But truly learn to die, thou ſhalt be more, 130 
Now live by Prayer, on Heaven fix all thy Thought, 
And ſurely find, what e'er by Zeal is ſought ; 
For each good Motion that the Soul awakes, 
A heavenly Figure ſees, from whence it takes | 
That ſweet Reſemblance, which by Power of kind, 135 
Forms, like itſelf, an Image in the Mind, 
And in our Faith the' Operations be, 
Of that Divineneſs which thro' that we ſee 
W hich never errs, but accidentally, 
By our frail Fleſh's Imbicillity ; 140 
By each Temptation over-apt to ſlide, 
Except our Spirit becomes our Body's Guide; 
For as theſe Towers our Bodies do incloſe, ö 
So our Souls Priſons, verily are thoſe; 
Our Bodies, ſtopping the celeſtial Light, 148 
- As theſe do hinder our exterior Sight; 

Whereon Death ſeizing doth diſcharge the Debt, 
And us at blefled Liberty doth fet, 


264 England's Herbica/ Epiſtlel. 


Then draw thy Forces all up, to thy Heart, 

The ſtrongeſt Fortreſs of this eart Ik 3 1 39 

And on theſe three let thy Aſſutance 7 

On Faith, Repentance, and dig _ As 

By which fo Heaven. aſcending b 9 Degrees, 5 
ſt 1 6 Knees ; Joon "bis 


vat . In! 


. 


n Prayer upon your bendi ws 9 
W hereon, if you affured ly be ſtaid, 8 15 155 
You need in Peril not to be diſmay , 4496383” e 


Which ſtill ſhall keep you that Tod mall not fall,” 
For any Peril that can you appal.; 
The Key of Heaven 7 8 lch you, you ſhall . wy 
And grace you Guiding, get you Entrance bs. 169 

a7: you theſe cœleſ ial Toys poſſeſs, 
ich mortal Tongues unable to expreſs, 


* 


© , % * 
| Is 


I ben thank the Heaven, preparing us this "TD 


Crowning our Heads with glorious Martyrdom, 
Before the black and diſmal Days begin, 165 
The Days of Idolatry and Sin, 

Not ſuffering us to ſee thatiwicked A ge, 

When Perſecution” vehemently ſhall . 

When Tyranny new Torture: ſhall inyent, 

Inflicting N on. the Innocent. 

Yet Heaven forbids, tha Mary's omib ſhall . bring, 
England's fair Scepter t02 foreign King; 

But unto fair E/:2ab:t54,ſhall Jeave it, 


W hich broken, hurt, and wounded ſhall receive it ; ; , 
| An 


"Ver. 173. [But eto fair Elizaboth Ff Jeave Ff 

A Prophecy of Queen Mary's Barrenneſs, and of the 
his and e, eign of Queen Elisabeth, her re- 
ſtoring of Religion, the aboliſhing of the Romiſn Servi- 
tude, and calting aide the Yoke of Spain. 


E 


And on her Temple having plac'd the Crown, 175 
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Root out the Dregs Idolatry hath ſown; 
And Sins Glory ſhall again reſtore, .. 

Laid Ruin, Waſte, and Deſolate before; 
And from Cinders, and rude Heaps of Stones, 
Shall gather up the Martyrs facred Bones, 180 
And ſhall extirp the Power of Rome again, 
And caſt aſide the heavy Yoke of Spain. 
Farewel ſweet G:/ford, * our End is near, 
Heaven is our Home, we are but Strangers here. 
Let us make haſte to go unto the bell, 

Who from theſe weary worldly Labours reſt: 
And with theſe Lines, my deareſt Lord, I greet thee, 
Until in Heaven thy Fare again ſhall meet thee, 188 


fy 


MY Hervieal Fre 
$444 + ned 4 


101 Del £ 


Lord GILFORD PUDLET 
| 7] pi O ee d 0 


Lady FAN EC N 4 * 


* 


S the Swan ſinging at bis dying Hour, 5 
| So Treply from my impriſoning Tow: 

Oh could there be that Power in my Verſe, . 77 
Fexpreſs the Grief which my ſad Heart doth. pierce; bak 
The very Walls that ſtraitly ches incloſo, 4 5 
Would — Tory at reading of my Woes. . 1 


Let your Eyes lend, I'll pay you ev'ry Tear, 

And give you Intereſt; if you do forbear, 72 
Drop for a Drop, and if you'll needs have Len. ll be 
I will repay you frankly two for one. 10 
Perhaps, you'll think, your Sorrow to appeaſe, 

That Words of Comfort fitter were than theſe: 

zue, and in you when ſuch Perſection liveth, 

s in moſt Grief me now moſt Comfort giveth. 
But think ere ee that cowardly I taint, 25 
To beg Man's Mercy by my ſad Complaint ; 

TT hat Peach fo much my Courage can controul, 
At the Departing of my living Soul: 
For if one Life a thouſand Lives could be, 


_ thole. too few to conſu&raats lde _ »d5 wand 
When 
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When thou this Croſs ſo patiently doſt bear, 

As if thou were ineapahle of Fear ::: | 

And doſt no more this Diffolution fly, : . 

Than if long Age conſtrained thee to die : 8 

Yet it is ſtrange, thou art become my Fe, 25 

And only now add moſt unto my Woe ; ” 20 

Not that I loath what moſt did me delight, | 

But that ſo long depriv'd I'm of thy Sight : 

For when I ſpeak, complaining of my Wrong, 
0 


Straightways thy Name poſſeſſeth all my Tongue. 
As en before 3 — didſt lie, * * 
The preſent Object to my longing Eye. 

No ominous Star did at thy Birth-tide ſhine, 

That might of thy ſad Deſtiny divine; 4 
'Tis only I that did thy Fall perſuade, 102 Ig? 
And thou by me a Sacrifice art made * 

As in thoſe Countries, where the lovi 


* 


ng Wives * * 1 ” 

With their kind Husbands end their happy Lives 
And crown'd with Garlands in their Bride's Attire, ' 
Burn with his Body in the Fun'ral Fire; 40 
And ſhe the worthieſt reck'ned is of all, JOE 
Whom leaſt the Peril ſeemeth to appal. 
I boaſt not of Nortbumberland's great Name, 
Nor of Ke*conquer'd, adding to our Fame,, 

57" >> © When 


® . il * * 
- — — — th 1 - oy 


* tt. mm i. 
* _ — — * 18 


7 V 


Ver. 44. [Nor of Ket congquer'd, adding te our Name. 
Fobu Duke of Northumberland, when before he was 
| — of 8 — Expedition againſt Ker, Over- 
threw the Rebels of Nerfolb and Suffolk, encamp'd at 
Mount-Surrey in Norfolk, 7 ; h 
Fg 
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When he to Nerfolk with bis Armies ſped, 1 ul 143 
And thence in Chains the Rebels Capuve wh ved oT 
And brou afe Peace returning to our Door, 1 VW 
Vet ſpread his Glory on the Eaſtern Shores. 20 
Nor of my Brothers, from whoſe natural nee 


Virtue may 'pring to beautify our Race. . a 30 
Bib of Gray's Match, my Children born ae, 0 
eat Blood undoubtedly to $49 | id 2A, 


But oft 7 Virtue only do 1 * ic) 8 189 19 G 
That wherein I may juſtly glory b 13 gnivig 2A 
I crav'd no Kingdoms, tho? T thee 222 crave, 223 1208 
Ie me _— thy only felf' to have: drow 195 
Yet let me 2 it beſel, bib 9 | 
Methinks a ou n ſhould have become thee well; 
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Ver. 49. [Nor of my Brothers, from whoſe natural Grace. 


_ Gilford Dudley, as remembring in this Place aral. 
neſs of his Brothers, which were all likely, indeed, 
bars raiſed that Houſe of the Dudleys, of which he . 

urth Brother, if not — * cheir * s Over- 


throw. | 4 
Ver 51. [Nor of Gray' s Match, my Children born by thee] 


Noting in this Place, the Alliance of the Lady Fane 
Gray, by her. Morher, which was Frances, the Daughter 
-of N Brandon, Mary the French Queen, Daughter 
10 _ VII. and 'Stter tc to Henry VIII. 


a Ls 
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Fer ſure thy Wiſdom merited, or none, au 01 11. aN 
To have been heard with Wonder from a Throne; 60 


When from thy Lips the Counſel ta each Ded, 


Doth as from ſome wiſe Oracle proceed. 
And more ꝭſteem'd thy Virtues were to me, 
Than all that elſe migh ever come b has Jil ver! 2014; 
So chaſte thy Love, ſo innocent thy 15 Nen 63 
As being a Virgin, when thou waſt a Wife; + 

So great a Gift the Heav'n on me beſtow d. 
As giving that, it nothing could have o -wde. 
Such was the Good I did poſſeſs of lat 


Fer worldly Care diſturb'd our quiet State, a 3 IF ; 


E'er Trouble did in ev'ry Place abound, | 
And angry War our former Peace did wound ; 227 
But to — this, Ambition us affords, 

One Crown is guarded with a thouſand Swords ; 

Fo mean Eſtates, mean- Sorrows are hut ſio wen, 


But Crowns have Cares, whoſe Workings — 7 


—_ 
* * 8 
Sd 1 ** _ 1 2 "i FL "0 | 
: ———— — 


. 8 . | : 7 * 
Ver. 66. [To bave been beard with Wonder from a Thront 


4 * 


Seldom Hath it ever been known of any Woman en 
dued with ſuch wonderful Gifts, as was this Lady, both 
for her Wiſdom and Learning, of whoſe Skill in the 
Tongues one reporteth by this Epigram. f 


Miraris Janam Graio Ser mone valere, 


Vine lun 28 Tegen H, 


2 74 * 4 
«a 24 N 
r . at C 2 


—— — — 


270 - England's Heroical Epiſiles.: 
When Dudley led his Army to the: Eaſt, 8 ate as a ” 
Ofour whole Forces gen'rally poſſeſt, 120 * us \ 8 
Wbat then was his Enterpri ſe could 4 | 
Whom a grave Council freely did abet, b 2780. 


That bad the Judgment of the pow'rful Lass 1 


In ev'ry Point to: Juſtify the Cauſe? 
The Holy Church a helping Hand that laid, 


Who would have thought that theſe could not ſhave ſuayte 
But what, alas! can Parliaments avail, - + 85 | 


Wen 


Where Mary s Right muſe 3 Ads repeal 


Ver. 77 —_— Dudley 4 bis Mr to He Egg), 


N54 


The Duke of Nortbamberland prepared his powor * | 
' Condon for his Expedition againit the Rebels im Nenfoit,” 
and making haſte away, 4 the reſt of his Forces 


to meet him at Newmarket Heath: Of whom this Saying 


is reported; that paſſing thro' Sboreditob, the Lord Gray | 
in his Company, ſeeing; the People in great Numbers 
came to ſee him, he ſaid, the "OPT preſs to ſee us, but 


none bid God ſ ſpeed u us. 


9 - < 4 ee 


Ver. 80. [Whom a grave: Council Freely di did abets 
Ja, Dudley, Duke of Northumberland, when he went 


againſt Queen Mary, had his Commiſſion ſealed for 
the Generalſhip of the Army, bythe Conſentofthe whole 
Council of the Land; infomuch, that paſſing thro” the 


Council Chamber at his Departure, the Earl of Arundel” 


wiſhed that he might have wich him in that E 
_ and to ſpend: his Blood in the Quarrel. We 
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When Safßoll's Power doth Suffd/F's ER, a5 
. doth leave Northumberland. 
And they that ſhould our Greatneſs undergo, 
Us and our Actions only overthrow ; : -. 9 
E'er Greatneſs gain'd, we give it all our Heart, T 
But being once come, we wiſh'it would Se TW 
And indiſcreetly follow that fo faſt, | a 
Which, overtaken, puniſheth our Haſte. blow oH 
If any one do pity our Offence/, e ee 
9 * be ſure that he be far from hence; ot i 
Here is no Place for any one that ſhall ö 
So much as once commiſerate our Fall; 
And we of Mercy vainly ſhould but think, On LOI 
Our timeleſs Tears th'inſatiate Earth doth drink, 106 
All Lamentations utterly forlorn, * 
Dying beſore they fully can be born. d“ 
Mathers that ſhould their woful Children rue, od J 
Fathers in Death, fo kindly bid adieu, 
Friends their dear Farewel lovingly do take, 
The faithful Servant weeping for our fake : 
Brothers and Siſters waiting on our Bier, 
Mourners to tell what we were living here ; 


110 K 


Ver. 8). [When Suffolles Power doth Suffolk”; s Hopes 
: withſtand, 


, Northumberland doth leave Northumberland 7 


The 171 Men were the firſt that ever reſorted to 


3 5 ary in her Diſtreſs, repairing to her Succour 
ilſt ſhe remained both at Keningal, and at Fermingbam 


Caſtle, ſtill increaſi wh er Aids, until the Duke o _ = 
thumberland was left torſaken at Cambridge. 6 1 
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But we, alas! deprived are of 

So fatal is our miſerable Fall, | 

* where at firſt for Safety we were ſhut, 

Now in dark Priſon wofully are put; 

And from the Height of our ambitious State, 

Lye to repent our Arrogance too late. 

'To thy Perſuaſion thus I then rely, 

Hold on thy Courſe, reſolved till to dye; 

And when we ſhall ſo happily be gone, 

Leave it to Heav'n to give the rightful Throne ; 

And withithat Health, I thee regreet again, 
Which I of late did gladly entertain, | 
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